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A Famiziar EpistT ie, to J. B. Efq. 


HALL I, from worldly friends eftrang’d, 
Embitter’d much, but nothing chang’d 


In that Affection firm and true, 
Which Gratiude excites to You; 
Shall I indulge the Mufe, or ftifle 
This meditation of a trifle? 


But you, perhaps, will kindly take 
The trifle for the Giver’s fake, 
Who only pays his grateful Mite, 
The juft acknowledgment of Right, 
As to the Landlord duly fent 
A pepper-corn fhall pafs for rent. 


Yet Trifles often fhew the Man, 
More than his fettled Life and Plan 
Vou. I, M Thefe 
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i hefe zre the ftarts of inclination ; 
‘Vhofe the mere glofs of Epucarion, 
Which has 2 wond’rous knack at turning 
A Blockhead to a man of Learning ; 
And, by the help of form and piace, 
The child of Siu to babe of Grace. 

Not that it alters Nature quite, 

And fets perverted Reaton right, 

But, like Hypocrily, conceals 

‘The very paffions which fhe feels ; 

And claps a Vizor on the face, 

‘Po hide us from the World’s diferace, 
Which, as the firft Appearance ftrikes, 
Approves of all things, cr diflikes. 

Like the fond fool with eager glee, 
Who fold his all, and put to fea, 

Lur'd by the calm, which feem’d to feep 
On the fmooth furface of the Decp; 
Nor dream’t its waves could proudly rile. 
And tofs up mountains at the fhics. 


APPEARANCE Is the only thing, 
A King’s a Wietch, a Wretch a King. 
Undrefs them both You King, fuppor 
For once you wear the beggar’s cloaths ; 
Cloaths that will take in every air ; 








Blefs me! they fit you to a hair. 

Now you, Sir Vagrant, quickly don 

The robes his Majefty had on. 

And now, O WorLpb, fo wond’rous wile, 

Who fee with fuch difcerning eyes, 

Put obfervation to the Stretch, 

Come which is King, and which is Wretch - 





To cheat th:s World, the hardeft tafk 
Ts to be conflant to our Mafk. 


> 


Externals make direct imprefiions 


} 


And mafks are worn by all Profeffions. 
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What need to dwell on topics ftale ? 
Of Parfons drunk with wine or ale? 
Of Lawyers, who, with face of brafs, 
For learned Rhetoricians pafs ¢ 
OF Scientific Doctors big, 
Hid ii the penthoule of their wig? 
Whofe converfation hardiy goes 
Beyond balf words, and hums ! and Oh’s ! 
Qf Scholars, of fuperior Ta/?z, 
Who cork it up for fear of wafte, 
Nor bring one bottle from their fhelves, 
But keep it always for themfelves? 


Wretches like thefe, my Soul difdains, 
And doubts theiy hearts as well as brains. 
Suppofe a Neighbour fhould defire 
To light a candle at your fire, 

Would it deprive your flame of Light, 
Becaufe another profits by’t 


But Youth mutt often pay its court 
‘To thefe great Scholars, by report, 
Who live on hoarded reputation, - 
Which dares no rifque of Converfation, 
And boaft within a ftore of Knowledge, 
Sufficient, blefs us! for a College, 
3ut take a prudent care, no doubt, 
That not a grain fhall ftraggle out ; 
And are of Wit too nice and fine, 

To throw their Pearl and gold to Sterne : 
And therefore, to prevent deceit, 
Think every Man a Hog they meet. 


‘Thefe may perhaps as Scholars fhine, 
Who hang themfecves out for a Sign. 
What fignifies a Lion’s tkin, 
tf it conceals an AfsS within ? 
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If thou’rt a Lion, prithee roar. 

If Afs bray once, and ftalk no more. 
In Words as well as Looks be wife, 
Silence is Folly in Difguife ; 

With fo much wifdom bottled up, 
Uncork, and give your friends a fup, 





What need your zothings thus to fave ? 
Why place the Dial in the Grave ? 
A fig for Wit and Reputation, 
Which fneaks from all Communication, 
So in a poft-bag, cheek by jole, 
Letters will go from pole to pole, 
Which may contain a wond’rous deal ; 
But then thy travel under feal, 
And though they bear your Wit about, 
Yet who fhall ever find it out, | 
Till trufty Wax foregoes its ufe, 
And fets imprifon’d meaning loofe? 


Yet idle Folly often deems 
What Man muft be from what He feems ; 
As if, to look a dwelling o’er, 
You’d go no farther than the Door. 


Mark yon round Parfon, fat and ficek, 
Who preaches only once a Week ; 
Whom Claret, Sloth, and Ven’ton join 
To make true erthodsx Divine ; 

Whofe Holinefs receives its beauty 

From Income large, and little Duty ; 
Who loves the Pipe, the Glafs, the Smock, 
And keeps a Curate for his Flock. 
The World, obifequious to his nod, 

Shall hail this oily man of God, 

While the poor prieft, with half a {core 

Of prattling infants at his Door, 
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Whofe fober Wifhes ne’er regale 
Beyond the homely jug of Ale, 

Is hardly deem’d companion fit 

For Man of Wealth, or Man of Wir, 
Though learned perhaps and wife as He 
Who figns with ftaring S. T. P. 

And full of facerdotal Pride, 

Lays God and Duty both afide. 


“© This Curate, fay you, learn’d and wife ! 
«< Why does not then this Curate rife ?” 


This Curate then, at forty-three, 
(Years which become a Curacy) 
At no great mart of Letters bred, 
Had ftrange odd notions in his head, 
That Parts, and Books, and Application, 
Furnifh’d all means of Education ; 
And that a pulpiteer fhould know 
More than his gaping flock below ; 
That Learning was not got with pain, 
‘To be forgotten all again ; 
That Latin words, and rumbling Greek, 
However charming founds to fpeak, 
Apt or unapt in each Quotation, 
Were infults on a Congregation, 
Who could not underftand ane word 
Of all the learned ftuff they heard ; 
That fomething more than preaching fine, 
Should go to make a found divine ; 
That Church and Pray’r, and holy Sunday, 
Were no excufe for finful AZonday ; 
That pious doétrine, pious Life, 
Should both make one, as Man and Wife. 


Thinking in this uncommon Mode, 
So out of all the prieftly road, 


What 
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What Man alive can e’er fuppofe, 

Who marks the way PREFERMENT goes, 

That fhe fhould ever find her way 

To this poor Curate’s houfe of clay? 


Such was the Prieft, fo ftrangely wife ! 
He could not bow How fhould He rife ? 
Learned He was, and deeply read ; 
——~ But what of that? not duly bred. 
For he had fuck’d no grammar rules 
From Royal founts, or Public fchools, 
Nor gain’d a fingle Corn of Knowledge 
From that vaft Granary a College. 
A Granary, which food fupplies 
‘lo vermin of uncommon Size. 











Aye, now indeed the Matter’s clear, 
There is a mighty error here. 
A public fchool’s the place alone, 
Where Talents may be duly known. 
Tt has, no doubt, its imperfections, 
But then, fuch Friendfhips ! fuch connections ! 
‘The Parent, who has form’d his Plan, 
And in his Child confider’d Man, 
What ts his grand and golden Rule, 
‘* Make your conne¢tions, Child, at School. 
‘6 Mix with your Equals, fly inferiors, 
‘¢ But follow clofe/y your Superiors, 
On Them your ev’ry Hope depends, 
<< Be prudent, Tom, get u/eful Friends ; 
“<< And therefore like a {pider wait, 
And {pin your Web about the great. 
lf my Lerd’s Genius wants fupplies, 
ss Why You muft make his Exercife. 
“© Let the young AZarguis take your Place, 
‘¢ And bear a whipping for his Grace. 
«¢ Suppofe (fuch Things may happen once) 
“© The Nobles Wits, and You the Dunce, 


‘¢ Improve 


ce 
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‘© Improve the means of Education, 
<< And Jearn commodious Adulation, 
<¢ Your Matter {carcely holds it fin, 
| «© Fle chucks his Lord/hip on the Chin, 
| <¢ And would not for the World rebuke, 
<¢ Beyond a pat, the fchool-boy Duke. 
‘© The Paftor there of what’s the Place ? 
<¢ With {miles eternal in his Face, 
<¢ With dimpling cheek, ‘and fnowy hand, 
‘© That fhames the whitenefs of his band ; 
“© Whofe mincing Dialect abounds . 
‘¢ Jn Hum’s and Hah’s, and half-form’d feunds ; 
“© Whofe Elocution, fine and chaftte, 
“© Lays his commainds with Judgment vaif? ; 
“© And left the Company fhould hear, 
“© Whiipers his Nothings in your Ear, 
<< Think you ’twas Zeal, or Virtue’s Care 
«© That placed the /mirking Door there. 
<¢ No *twas Connections form’d at School 
‘© With fome rich Wit, or noble Fool, 
“© Obfequious Flattery, and Attendance, 
«© A wilful, ufeful, bafe dependance ; 
‘¢ A fupple bowing of the Knees 
“To any human Ged you pleale. 
(For true good-breeding’s fo polite, 
’T would call the very Devil white) 
<¢ > Twas watching others fhifting Wiil, 
<¢ And veering to and fro with Skill: 
cc Thefe were the means that made him rife, 
«s Mind your counections, and be wife.” 


























- 


Methinks [ hear fon Tom reply, 
I'l] be a Bithop by and by. 











Connections at a public School 
Will often ferve a wealthy Fool, 
By lending him a letter’d Knave 
To bring him Credit, or to fave ; 


And 
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And Knavery gets a proht real, 

By giving parts and worth ideal. 

‘The child that marks this flavifh Plan, 

Will make his Fortune when a Man. 

While honeit Wit’s ingenuous Merit 

Enjoys his pittance, and his Spirit. 


The Strength of public Education 
Is quick’ning Parts by EMULATION ; 
And Emulation will create 
In narrow minds a jealous ftate, 

i Which ftifled fot a courfe of Years, 
a From want of Skill or mutual Fears, 

{ Breaks out in manhood with a zeal, 
Which none but rival Wits can feel. 
For when good people Wits commence, 
They lofe all other kind of fenfe ; 

(The maxim makes you {fmile, I fee, 
Retort it when you pleafe on me) 

One writer always hates another, 

As Emperors would kill a brother, 

Or Emprefs Queen, to rule alone, 
Pluck down a Hufband from the throne. 


When tir’d of Friendfhip and alliance, 
Each fide fprings forward to defiance, 
Inveterate Hate and Refolution, 

Faggot and Fire and Perfecution, 

Ts all ther aim, and all their Cry, 
Though neither fide can tel] you why. 
To it they run like valiant Men, 

And flath about them with their Pen. 


What Inkfhed fprings from Altercation P 
What loppings off of Reputation! 
You might as foon hufh iteormy Weather, 
And bring the North and South together, 
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As reconcile your letter’d foes, 
Who come to all things but dry blows. 


Your defperate lovers wan and pale, 
As needy culprits in a jail, 
Who mufe and doat, and pine, and die, 
Scorch’d by the light’ning of an eye, 
(For ladies’ eyes, with fatal ftroke, 
Will blaft the verieft heart of oak) 
Will wrangle, bicker, and complain, 
Merely to make it up again. 
Though fwain look glum, and mifs look fiery, 
“Tis nothing but amantium ire, 
And all the progrefs purely this 
A frown, a pout, a tear, akifs. 
Thus love and quarrels (April weather) 
Like vinegar and oil together, 
Join in an eafy mingled ftrife, 
To make the failad up of life. 
Love fettles beft from altercation, 
As liquors after fermentation. 





In a ftage-coach, with umber cramm’d, 
Between two bulky bodies jamm’d, 
Did you ne’er writhe yourfelf about, 
To find the feat and cufhion out ? 
How difagreeably you fit, 
With b—m awry, and place unfit, 
Till fome kind jolt o’er ill-pav’d town, 
Shall wedge you clofe, and nail you down. 
So fares it with your fondling dolts, 
And all love’s quarrels are but jolts. 


When tiffs arife, and words of ftrife 
‘Turn one to two in man and wife, 
(For that’s a matrimonial courfe 


Which yoke-mates muft go through perforce, 
Vor. I, N And 
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And ev’ry married man is certain 
‘T’attend the leéture call’d the curtain) 
‘Tho’ not another word is faid, 

When once the couple are in bed: 
There things their proper channel keep, 
(They make it up, and go to fleep) 
Thefe fallings in and fallings out, 
Sometimes with caufe, but moft without, 
Are but the common modes of ftrife, 
Which oil the fprings of married life, 
Where famenefs would create the fpleen, 
For ever fupidly ferene. 


Obferve yon downy bed to make it, 
You tofs the feathers up, and fhake it. 
So fondnefs fprings from words and fcuffling, 
As beds lie {mootheft after fhuffiing. 





But authors wranglings. will create 
The very quintefience of hate ; 
Peace is a fruitlefs vain endeavour, 
Sworn foes for once, they’re foes for eve: 





Oh ! had it pleas’d my wifer betters 
That I had never tafted letters, 

Then no Parnaffian maggots bred, 

Like fancies in a madman’s head, 

No grafpings at an idle name, 

No childifh hope of future fame, 

No impotence of wit had ta’en 

Poflefion of my mufe-ftruck brain. 


Or had my birth, with fortune at, 
Varnifh’d the dunce, or made the wit; 
Y had not held a fhameful place, 

Nor letters paid me with difgrace. 


9 en > 
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——O! for a pittance of my own, 
That I might live unfought, unknown ! 
Retir’d from all this pedant ftrife, 

Far from the cares of buft’ling life ; 
Far from the wits, the fools, the great, 
And all the little world I hate. 





DEATH. A POE M, 


By the late Coarves Emiry, Efq. 


I. 


H E feftive roar of laughter, the warm glow 
Of britk-ey’d joy, and friendfhip’s genial bowl, 
Wit’s feafon’d converfe, and the liberal flow, 
Of unfufpicious youth, profufe of foul, 
Delight not ever; from the boifterous fcene 
Of riot far, and Comus’ wild uproar, 
From folly’s croud, whofe vacant brow ferene 
Was never knit to wifdom’s frowning lore, 
Permit me, ye time-hallow’d domes, ye piles 
Of rude magnificence, your folemn reft, 
Amid your fretted vaults and lengthening ifles, 
Lonely to wander ; no unholy gueft, 
That means to break, with facrilegious tread, 
The marble flumbers of your monumented dead. 


I. 


Permit me with fad mufings, that infpire 
Unlabour’d numbers apt, your filence drear 

Blamelefs to wake, and with th’ Orphean lyre 
Fitly attemper’d, footh the merc’lefs ear 


N 2 Of 
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Of Hanes, and ftern death, whofe iron fway 
Great nature owns through all her wide domain ; 

All that with oary fin cleave their fmooth way 
‘Through the green bofom of the fpawny main, 

And thofe that to the ftreaming ether fpread ; 
In many a wheeling glide, their feathery fail ; 

And thofe that creep ; and thofe that ftatelier tread, 
‘That roam o’er foreft, hill, or browfed dale ; 

‘t he victims each of ruthlefs fate muft fall ; 

E’en God’s own image, man, high paramount of all. 


HY. 


And ye, the young, the giddy, and the gay, 
That ftartle from the fleeptul lid of light 
The curtain’d reft, and with the diffonant bray 
Of Baccuus, and loud JoLiry, affright 
Yon radiant goddefs, that now fhoots among 
‘Thefe many windowed ifles her glimmering beam , 
Know, that or e’er its ftarr’d career along 
Thrice fhall have roil’d her filv’ry-wheeled team, 
Some parent breaft may heave the anfwering figh, 
To the flow paufes of the funeral knoll ; 
E’en now black Arropos, with fcowling eye, 
Roars in the laugh, and revels o’er the bowl, 
Een now in rofy-crowned pleafure’s wreath 
Entwines in adder folds a!l-unfufpected death. 


IV. 


Know, on the ftealing wing of time fhall fice 
Some few, fome fhort-liv’d years ; and all is paft; 
A future bard thefe awful domes may fee, 
Mufe o’er the prefent age as I the lait ; 
Who mould’ring in the grave, yet once like you 
The various maze of life were fecn to tread, 
Each bent their own peculiar to puriue, 
As cuftom urg’d or wilful nature led ; 


Mix’d 
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Mix’d with the various crouds inglorious clay, 
The nobler virtues undiftinguifh’d lie ; 
No more to melt with beauty’s heav’n-born ray, 
No more to wet compaffion’s tearful eye, 
Catch from the poet raptures not their own, 
And feel the thrilling melody‘ of {weet renown. 


V. 


Where is the mafter-hand, whofe femblant art 
Chiliel’d the marble into life, or taught 

From the well-pencill’d portraiture to ftart 
The nerve that beat with foul, the brow that thought! 

Cold are the fingers that in ftone-nxt trance 
The mute attention riveting, to the lyre 

Struck language : dimm/’d the poet’s quick-ey’d glance, 
All in wild raptures flafhing heaven’s own fire. 

Shrunk is the finew’d energy, that ftrung 

| ‘The warrior arm: where fleeps the patriot breaft 

Whilom that heav’d impaffion’d ! Where the tongue 
That lane’d its lightning on the tow’ring creit 

Of f{cepter’d infolence, and overthrew 

Giant oppreffion, leagued with all her earth-born crew ! 


Vi. 





Thefe now are paft; long, long, ye fleeting years 
Purfue, with glory wing’d, your fated way, 

Ere from the womb of time unwelcome peers 
‘he dawn of that ineyitable day, 

When wrapt in fhrouded clay their warmeft friend 
The widow’d virtues fhail again deplore, 

When o’er his urn in pious grief fhall bend 
His BRITAIN, and bewail one PATRIOY mare; 

For toon muft THou, too toon! who fpread’it abroad 
‘Uhy beaming emanations unconfin’d, 

D oom’d, like fome better angel fent of God 
To featter bleffings over humani:ind, 





Thou 
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Thou too muft fali, O Pirt ! to fhine no more, 
And tread thefe deathful pacns, a FAULKLAND trod before. 


Vil. 


Faft to the driving winds the marfhall’d clouds 

Sweep dif-cortinuous o’er the zthereal plain , 
Another ftill upon another crouds, 

All haft?ning downward to their native main, 
Thus pafles o’er thro’ varied life’s career 

Man’s fleeting age ; the feafons as they flie 
Snatch from us in their courfe, year after year, 

Some {weet connection, fome endearing tie. 
The parent ever-honor’d, ever-dear, 

Claims from the fiital breaft the pious figh ; 
A brother’s urn demands the kindred tear ; 

And gentle forrows gufh from friendfhip’s eye. 
To-day we frolick in the rofy bloom | 

Of jocund youth —The morrow knells us to the tomb. 


TT = 


VUI. 


Who knows how foon in this fepulchral fpot, 
Shall heaven to me the drear abode affign ! 
How joon the paft irrevocable lot 
Of thefe, that reft beneath me, fhall be mine. 
Haply when Zephyr to thy native bourn 
Shall waft thee o’er the ftorm’d HIBERNIAN wave, 
Thy gentle breaft, my Tavistock, fhall mourn 
To find me fleeping in the fenfelefs grave. 
No more the focial leifure to divide, 
In the fweet intercourfe of foul and foul, 
Blithe or of graver brow ; no more to chide 
The ling’ring years impatient as they roll, 
Till all thy cultur’d virtues fhall difplay, 
Full-bloflom’d, their bright honours to the gazing day. 





IX. 
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IX. 


Ah deareft youth ! thefe vows perhaps unheard, 
The rude wind {catters o’er the billowy main ; 

Thefe prayers at friendfhip’s holy fhrine preferr’d 
May rife to grafp their father’s knees in vain. 

Soon, foon may nod the fad funereal plume 
With folemn horror o’er thy timelefs hearfe, 

And I furvive to ’grave upon thy tomb 
The mournful tribute of memorial verfe. 

That leave to HEAVEN’s decifion Be it thine, 
Higher than yet a parent’s wifhes flew, 

To foar in bright pre-eminence, and fhine 
With felf-earn’d honors, eager to purfue 

Where glory, with her clear unfully’d rays, 

The well-born fpirit lights to deeds of mightieft praife. 








X. 
T was fhe thy God-like RusseLu’s bofom fleel’d 
With confidence untam’d, in his laft breath 
Stern-fmiling. She, with calm compofure, held 
The patriot axe of SrDNEY, edg’d with death. 
Smit with the warmth of her impulfive fame, 

W otr’s gallant virtue flies to worlds a-far, 
Emulous to pluck frefh wreaths of well-earn’d fame 
From the grim frowning brow of laurel’d war. 

Twas fhe, that on the morn of direful birth, 
Bared thy young bofom to the fatal blow, 
Lamented ARMY TAGE !———the bleeding youth !|—— 
O bathe him in the pearly caves below, 
Ye Nereids ; and ye Nymphs of Camus hoar, 
W cep—for YE oft have feen him on your haunted fhore. 





XI, 


Better to die with glory, than recline 
On the foft lap of ignominious peace, 
Than yawn out the dull droning Jife fupine 
in Monkisu APpatuHy and GowneD EAseE. 
Better 
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Better employ’d in honoz’s bright career 
The leaft divifion on the dials round, 

Than thrice to compafs Saturn’s livelong year, 
Grown old in floth, the burthen of the ground ; 

Than tug with fweating toil the flavifh oar 
Of unredeem’d affliction, and fuftain 

The fev’rous rage of fierce difeafes fore 
Unnumber’d, that in fympathetic chain 

Hang ever thro’ the fick circumfluous air, 

All from the drizz’iy verge of yonder ftar-girt fphere. 


XII. 


Thick in the many-beaten road of life, 
A thoufand maladies are pofted round, 
With wretched man to wage eternal ftrife 
Unieen, like ambufht Indians, till they wound. 
There the fwol’n Hyprops ftands, the watry RHEUM, 
The Northern Scurvy, blotch with lep’rous fcale ; 
And moping ever in the cloifter’d gloom 
Of learned floth, the bookifh AsTHMa pale : 
And the fhun’d hag unfightly, that ordain’d 
On Europe’s fons to wreak the faithlefs fword 
Of Cortez, with the blood of millions ftain’d, 
O’er dog-ey’d Lusr the torturing fcourge abhorr’d, 
Shakes threat’ning ; fince the while fhe wing’d her 
flight 
From AMazon’s broad wave, and ANDES’ fnow-clad 
height. 
XIII. 


Where the wan daughter of the yellow year, 

The chatt’ring AGUE chill, the writhing Strong, 
And he of ghaftly feature, on whofe ear 

Unheeded croaks the death-bird’s warning moan, 
MarasMus; knotty Gout; and the dead life 

Of nervelefs Patsy ; there on purpofe fell 
Dark brooding, whets his interdi@ted knife 

Grim SuicipkE, the damned fend of hell. 


There 
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There too is the ftunn’d APoPpLexy pight*, 
The bloated child of gorg’d INTEMPERANCE foul ; 
Self-wafting MELANCHOLY, black as night 
Lowering, and foaming fierce with hideous howl 
The dog HypropuHosy, and near allied 
Scar'd Mapness, with her moon-ftruck eye-balls ftaring 
wide. 


XIV, 


There, ftretch’d ONE huge, beneath the rocky mine, + 
With boiling fulphur fraught, and fmould’ring fires ; 
He, the dread delegate of wrath divine, 
Fer while that ftood o’er Taro’s hundred fpires 
Vindictive ; thrice he wav’d th’ earth-fhaking wand, 
Powerful as that the Son of AMRAM bore, 
And thrice he rais’d, and thrice he check’d his hand. 
He {truck the rocking ground, with thund’rous roar 
Yawn'd; here from ftreet to {treet hurries, and there 
Now runs, now ftops, then fhrieks and fcours amain, 
Staring DisTRACTION : many a palace fair, 
With millions finks ingulpht, and pillar’d fane ; 
Old Ocean’s fartheft waves confeft the fhock ; 
Ev’n ALBION trembl’d confcious on his ftedfaft rock. 


XV. 


The meagre Famine there, and drunk with blood 
Stern War; and the loath’d monfter, whom of yore 
The flimy Naiad of the Memphian flood 
Engend’ring, to the bright hair’d Phoebus bore, 
Foul PesTiILence, that on the wide ftretch’d wings 
Of commerce fpeeds from CarRo’s {warthy bay 
His weftring flight, and thro’ the fick air flings 
Spotted CONTAGION ; at his heels Dismay 





* Placed. + Alluding to the Earthquake at Lifbon, 
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And DesoLaTION urge their fire-wheel’d yoke 
Terrible; as long of old, when from the height 
Of ParAN came unwrath’d the MicutTigst, fhook 
Earth’s firm fixt bafe tott’ring ; thro’ the black night 
Glanc’d the flafh’d lightnings : heav’ns rent roof abroad 
Thunder’d; and univerfal nature felt its Gon. 


XVI. 


Who on that fcene of terror, on that hour 
Of roufed indignation, fhall withftand 
Th’ ALMIGHTY, when he meditates to fhow’r 
The burfting vengeance o’er a guilty land ! 
Canft thou, fecure in reafon’s vaunted pride, 
| ‘Tongue-doughty mifcreant, who but now didft gore 
With more than HeBReEw rage the innocent fide 
Of agonizing mercy, bleeding fore, 
Canft thou confront, with ftedfaft eye unaw’d, 
The fworded JUDGMENT ftalking far and near ? 
Well may’ft thou tremble, when an injur’'d God 
Difclaims thee guilt is ever quick of fear 
Loud whirlwinds howl in Zephyr’s fofteft breath ; 
And ev'ry glancing meteor glares imagin’d death. ' 











7 





XVIT. 


The good alone are fearlefs they alone 
Firm and colleéted in their virtue, brave 
The wreck of worlds, and look unfhrinking down 
On the dread yawnings of the rav’nous grave ; 
Thrice happy ! who the blamelets road along 
Of honeit praife hath reach’t the vale of death; 
Around him, like miniftrant CHERUBs, throng 
His Better Acrions ; to the parting breath 
Singing their blefled requiems : he the while 
Gently repofing on fome friendly breaft, 
Breaths out his benizons ; then with a fmile 
Of foft complacence, lays him down te reft, 


Calm 























For OCTOBER, 1762. 99 


Calm as the flumb’ring infant: from the goal 
Fice and unbounded flies the difembodied foul. 


XVII. 


Whether fome delegated charge below, 
Some much-lov’d friend its hov’ring care may claim, 
Whether it heavenward foars, again to know 
That long forgotten country whence it came; 
Conjecture ever, the misfeatur’d child 
Of letter’d arrogance, delights to run 
Through fpeculation’s puzz’ling mazes wild, 
And all to end at laft where it begun. 
Fain would we trace with reafon’s erring clue, 
The darkfome paths of deftiny aright; 
In vain ; the tafk were eafier to purfue 
The tracklefs wheelings of th’ fwallow’s flight. 
From mortal ken himfelf the ALmicuty fhrouds 
Pavilion’d in thick night and circumambient clouds. 





The MILK-MATD. 


HOE’ER for pleafure plans a fcheme, 
Will find it vanifh like a dream, 
Aftording nothing found or real, 
W here happinefs is al] ideal ; 
Tn grief, or joy, in either ftate, 
kancy will always antedate, 
And when the thoughts on evil pore, | 
Anticipation makes it more. 
Thus while the mind the future fees, 
Ji cancels al! its prefent eafe. 


O 2 is 
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Is Pleafure’s fcheme the point in view ? 
How eagerly we all purfue ! 





Well Tuefday is th’ appointed day ; 
How flowly wears the time away ! 
How dull the interval between, 
How darken’d o’er with clouds of fpleen, 
Did not the mind unlock her treafure, 
And fancy feed on promis’d pleafure. 


DELIA furveys, with curious eyes, 
The clouds collected in the fkies; 
Withes no ftorm may rend the air, 

And Tuefday may be dry and fair ; 
And I look round, my boys, and pray, 
‘That Vuefday may be holiday. 

Things duly fettled what remains? 
Lo! Tuefday comes alas! it rains ; 
And all our vifionary fchemes — 

Have died away, like golden dreams. 








Once on a time, a ruftic dame, 
(No matter for the lady’s name) 
Wrapt up in deep imagination, 
Indule’d her pleafing contemplation ; 
While on a bench fhe took her feat, 
And plac’d the milk-pail at her feet, 
Oft in her hand fhe chink’d the pence, 
The profits which arofe from thence ; 
While fond ideas fill’d her brain, 

Of layings up, and mon/irous gain, 
‘Till every penny which fhe told, 
Creative fancy turn’d to gold ; 

And reafoning this from computation, 
She fpoke aloud her meditation. 


«© Pleafe heav’n but to preferve my heaith, 
‘< No doubt I fhall havé flore of wealth ; 


46 i¢ 
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It muft of confequence enfue 

I fhall have ftore of lovers too. 

<¢ Oh! how [’ll break their ftubborn hearts, 
<¢ With all the pride of female arts. 

<¢ What Suitors then will kneel before me! 
“¢ Lords, Earls, and Vifcounts fhall adore me. : 
<¢ When in my gilded coach I ride, 

<¢ My Lady at his Lord/hip’s fide, 

‘¢ How will I laugh at all I meet 

«¢ Clatt’ring in pattins down the ftreet ! 

<¢ And Lossin then [Il mind no more, 

‘¢ Howe’er I lov’d him heretofore ; 

<6 Or, if he talks of plighted truth, 

«¢ I will not hear the fimp!e youth, 

«¢ But rife indignant from my feat, 

«© And fpurn the lubber from my feet. 


. 


nr 


. 


oO 


Action, alas ! the fpeaker’s grace, 
Ne’er came in more improper place, 
For in the toffing forth her fhoe, 
What fancied blifs the maid o’erthrew ! 
While down at once, with hideous fall, 
Came lovers, wealth, and milk, and all, 


Thus fancy ever loves to roam, 
To bring the gay materials home ; 
Imagination forms the dream, 

And accident deftroys the fcheme. 


A FA- 
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A FAMILIAR EPISTLE, 


From the Rev. Mr. Hansury’s Horfe, to the Rev. 
Mr. Scor. 


MONGST you difeds, reputation 
Depends on Rank and Situation ; 
And men increafe in fame and worth, 
Not from their merits, but their Birth. 
Thus he is born to live obfcure, 
Who has the fin of being poor ; 
While wealthy dulnefs lolls at eafe, 
And is as witty as you pleafe. 
“© What did his Lord/bip fay ? 
“¢ The very Thing ! Bravo! Divine!” 
And then ’tis buzz’d from Route to Route, 
While ladies whifper it about, 
<¢ Well, I proteft, a charming hit! 
“¢ His Lerd/bip has a deal of wit. 
«© How elegant that double fenfe ! 
6¢ Perdigious! vaifily fine! Immenfe !” 
When all my lord has faid or done, 
Was but the /etting off a pun. 











O! fine? 


Mark the fat Cit, whofe good round fum, 
Amounts at leaft to half a Plumb ; 
W hofe chariot whirls him up and down 
Some three or four miles out of town ; 
For thither fober folks repair, 
To take the Du/?, which they call air. 
Dull folly (not the wanton wild 
Tmagination’s younger child) 
Has taken lodgings in his face, 
As finding that a vacant place, 


And 
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And peeping from Ars windows, tells 
To all beholders, where fhe dwells. 
Yet once a week, this purfe-proud cit, 
Shall ape the fallies of a wit, 

And after ev’ry Sunday’s dinner, 

To prieftly faint, or city finner, 

Shall tell the ftory o’er and o’er, 

H’as told a thoufand times before ; 
Like gamefters, who, with eager zeal, 
‘Talk the game o’er between the deal. 


Mark ! how the fools and knaves admire 
And chuckle with their Sunday "fquire : 
While he looks pleas’d at every gueft, 
And laughs much louder than the reft ; 
And cackling with inceffant grin, 

‘Triples the Double of his chin. 


Birth, rank, and wealth, have wond’rous {kills 
Make Wts and State/men when they will ; 
While genius holds no eftimation, 
From lucklefs want of Situation ; 
And, if through clouded fcenes of life, 
He takes dame poverty to wife, 
Howe’er he work and teize his brain, 
His pound of wit fcarce weighs a grain ; 
While with his Lordbip it abounds, 
And one light grain fwells out to pounds. 


Receive, good fir, with afpet kind, 
This wanton gallop of the mind ; 
But, fince all things encreafe in worth, 
Proportion’d to their rank and birth ; 
Left you fhould think the letter bafe, 
While I fupply the poet’s place, 
Y’ll tell you whence and what I am, 
My Breed, my Blood, my Sire, my Dar. ws 
wey 
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My Sire was PInDAR’s Eagle, fon 
Of Pegasus of HELICON ; 
My Dam, the Hippogryph, which whirl’d 
Afiolpho to the lunar world, 
Both high-bred things of mettled blood, 
The beft in all APoLLo’s ftud. 


Now Critics here would bid me {peak 
‘The oLp horfe language, that is Greek ; 
For HoMER made us talk, you know, 
Almott three thoufand years ago ; 

And men of Yaffe and “fudgment FINE, 
Allow the paflage is divine. 

They were fine mettled things indeed, 

And of peculiar ftrength and breed ; 

What leaps they took, how far and wide ! 
They’d take a country at a ftride. 
Flow great each leap, Loncinus knew, 
Who ftom dimenfions ta’en of two, 
Affirms, with equal ardour whirld, 

A third, good lord! would clear the world. 





But till fome learned wight fhall fhew 
If Accents MUST be ufed, or no, 
A doubt, which puzzles all the wife 
Of giant and of pigmy fize, 
Who wafte their time, and fancies vex 
With asper, lenis, circumflex, 
And talk of mark and punctuation, 
As ’twere a matter of falvation 3 
For when your pigmies take the pen 
They fancy they grow up to A/en, 
And think they keep the world in awe 
By brandifhing a very Straw. 
Till they have clear’d this weighty doubt, 
Which they'll be centuries about, 
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As a plain nag, in homely phrafe, 
ll ufe the language of our days 5 

And, for this firft and only time, 

Juft make a trot in eafy rhime. 


Nor let it fhock your thought or fight, 
‘Lhat thus a guadruped fhould write ; 
Read but the papers, and you'll fee 
More prodigies of wit than me ; 

Grown men and Sparrows taught to dance, 
By monfieur Pa/ferat from France ; 

The learned dog, the learned mare, 

The learned bird, the learned hare ; 

And all are fa/bionable too, 

And play at cards as well as you. 


Of paper, pen, and ink poflefs’d, 
With faculties of writing bleft, 
Why fhould not I then, Hownnywhm bred 
(A word that muft be /een, not faid) 
Rid you of all that anxious care, 
Which good folks feel for good and fair, 
And which your looks betray’d indeed, 
To more difcerning eyes of fteed ; 
When in the fhape of ufeful hack, 
I bore a poet on my back ? 


Know, fafely rode my mafter’s bride, 
The bard before her for my guide. 
Yet think not, fir, his awkward care 
Enfur’d protection to the fair. 
No con{cious of the prize I bore, 
My wayward footfteps flipt no more. 
For though I| fcorn the Poet’s fkill, 
My miftrefs guides me where fhe will. 





Abftra&t in wond’rous fpeculation, 
Loft in laborious meditation, 


Vox. ft P As 
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As whether *: would promote Sublime 
If Silver could be pair’d in rhime ; 
Or, as the word of /weeter Tune, 
Adonth might be clink’d inftead of moon: 
No wonder poets hardly know 

Or what they do, or where they go. 
Whether they ride or walk the ftreet, 
Their beads are always on their feet ; 
‘They now and then may get aftride 
Th’ ideal Pegafus, and ride 

Prodigious journeys round a room, 
As boys ride cock-horfe on a broom. 


. 
: 
' 





Whether Acroffics teize the brain, 
Which goes a hunting words in vain, 
(For words moft capitally fin, 
Unlefs their letters right begin. ) 
S ince how to man or woman’s name, 
C ould you or I Acroftic frame, 
O ry make the faring letters join, 
‘TT o ‘orm the word, that tells us thine, 
Unlefs we’ad right initials got, 
S, ©. O, T, and fo made Scot? 
©; whether Rebus, Riddle’s brother 
(Both which had DuLiwess for their mother) 
Employ the gentle poet’s care, 
To celebrate fome town or fair, 
Which all ad Itbitum he fits 
For ys to pick it up by bits, 
Which bits together plac’d, will frame 
Some city’s or fome lady’s name ; 
As when a worm is cut in twain, 
It jorns, and is a worm again ; 
Wi.cn thoughts /o weighty, /o intenfe, 
Above the reach of common fenfe, 
Diftract and twirl the mind about, 
Which fain would hammer fomething out: 





A kind 
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kind difcharge relieves the mind, 
As folks are eas’d by breaking wind ; 
Whatever whims or maggots bred 
Take place of fenfe in poet’s head, 
They fix themfelves without controul, 
Where’er it’s feat is on the foul. 
Then, like your heathen idols, we 
Have eyes indeed, but cannot fee. 
(We, for I take the poet’s part, 
And for my blood, am Bard at heart) 
For in reflexion deep immerft, 
‘The man mufe-bitten and be-ver/?, 
Negle&ful of externals all, 
Will run his head againft a wall, 
Walk thro’ a river as it flows, 
Nor fee the bridge before his nofe. 


Are things like thefe equeftrians fit 
To mount the back of mettled tit? 
Are but farewell, for here comes Bod, 
And I muft ferve fome hackney job ; 
Fetch letters, or, for recreation, 
Zranfport the bard to our Plantation. 





Robert joins compts with Burnam Black. 
Your humble fervant Hanbury’s hack. 





SIR, . 


F the trifiag labours of a quondam brother Can- 
tab. will from time to time be of any fervice to 
you, you will be heartily welcome to make ule of 
them ; and if at any time they appear too trifling, or any — 
other ways unworthy a plece in your collection, you 


P 2 will 
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will be equally welcome to throw them behind the fire. 
I enclofe two little things, for whichever purpofe you 
think proper, 


I am, Sir, 


Your humble Servant, 


Ot, Q: ... J. 


STANZAS. To PATIENCE. 


ROM the bright regions of eternal day, 
Where, in infpired notes, glad cherubs fing, 
In one enraptur’d, never-ceafing lay, 
To nature’s God, her father, and her king, 


Defcend meek PATIENCE ; heaven's beft choiceit giit 
Too Man, whofe ftubborn, whofe ungovern’d will 
Can ev’ry bleffing, ev’ry joy fupplant, 
And in their place fet ev’ry poignant ill. 


O come, furrounded with thy fober train 
Of meeknefs, piety and holy hope ; 

Blefs’d fource of peace, blefs’d cure for ev'ry pain, 
Without whofe aid, the proudeft {pirits droop ; 


Kindly defcend to thofe, whofe humbled mind 
Knows no relief, but what from patience fprings ; 

Whofe griefs no cure, whofe pangs no refpite find ; 
On thofe defcend, ‘* with healing on thy wings.” 


© hover round the melancholy bed, 
Where ling’ring ficknefs claims thy foft’ring care ; 
Thy influence rears the drooping fuff’rer’s head, 
And gives a ray of merit to his pray’r. 


9 ; 
Tis 
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Tis thine to fmooth the rugged hand of pow’r 
To cheer the weak, to comfort them that faint ; 

From orphan cheeks to wipe the gufhing fhower, 
And fteal the anguifh from the martyr’d faint. 


So potent is thy falutary fway, 

That want, oppreffion, ficknefs, grief and care, 
Strip’t of their rigour, pafs half-felt away, 

Or like the terrors of a dream appear., 


*Tis guilt alone appals the human heart, 
Prompts the unpitied figh, the inceffant tear, 
That in fuch baleful poifon dips the dart ; 
A wounded fpirit who could ever bear! 


O may my foul dire& her fteps aright 
To find the path to man fo kindly given, 

Thro’ pieafures that allure, thro’ pains that fright, 
By patient fteadinefs to climb to heaven, 


C. J. 





SOPHOC. ANTIG. attempted. 


CHORUS. ACT III. SCENE III. 


I, 


ORD of the foul, almighty conqu’ror, hail ! 
Who in the beamy light’nings of the eye, 
Or in the dimple fmooth, or funny vale 
Of virgin cheeks enfhrin’ft thy glorious deity. 


If. 
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All hail, unconquer’d love ! The boundlefs main 
Bends to thy fofter pow’r her hardy fons ; 


For thee of lowly cot the rural fwain 
In folitary groves the jovial gambol fhuns. 


Ill. 


Thine too, great God, the blifsful feats above ! 
If Heav’n’s dread monarch feel th’ unerring dart, 
How fhall frail fons of duft encounter love, 
How fly the anxious fweet, or free a wounded heart ? 


IV. 


By thee in tender eafe ferenely Jull’d, 
F’en watchful virtue melts to lazy vice ; 

For thee the warrior arms, and fondly bold, 
Buys beauty’s promis’d joys at life’s unvalu’d price. 


¥. 


Irom thee in winning beauty’s golden {miles, 
The love-fick hero courts his bleft reward, 

For thee he fcorns ftern war’s unnumber’d toils, 
And glorying in the flame, unfheaths the martial fword. 


A. Z. 





S I A Port{mouth, Offober 8 O,5 1762. 


Find you have folicited the correfpondence of gen- 
tlemen of the univerfities ; and although this is a 
very fingular univerlity, | have made bold to fend you 
a fmall original, which if you pleafe to infert in your 
collection, if it deferves a place there, ii is at your 

fervice. 
Written, 
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Written at Sea; by the Author of the SHIPWRECK. 


I. 
Nymph of ev’ry charm poflefs’d, 


That native virtue gives, 
Within my bofom all-confefs’d, 
In bright idea lives. 
For her my tremb’ling numbers play 
Along the pathlefs deep, 
While fadly focial with my lay 
The winds in concert weep. 


IT. 


If beauty’s facred influence charms 
The rage of adverfe fate, 

Say why the pleafing foft alarms 
Such cruel pangs create. 

Since all her thoughts by fenfe refin’d, 
Unartful truth exprefs, 

Say wherefore fenfe and truth are join’d 
To give my foul diftrefs. 


iil. 


If when her blooming lips I prefs, 
Which vernal fragrance fills, 

Thro’ all my veins the {weet excefs 
In tremb’ling motion thrills. 

Say whence this fecret anguifh grows, 
Congenial with my joy? 

And why the touch where pleafure glows 
Shou’d vital peace deftroy ? 


IV. 


If when my fair, in melting fong, 
Awakes the vocal lay, 
Not all your notes ye Phocian throng, 


Such pleafing founds convey. 
Thus 
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Thus wrapt all o’er with fondeft love, 
Why heaves this broken figh? . 
For then my blood forgets to move, 
I gaze, adore, and die. 


V. 


Accept, my charmitig maid, the ftrain 
Which you alone infpire ; 

To thee the dying ftrings complain 
‘That quiver on my lyre. 

O! give this bleeding bofom eafe, 
That knows no joy but thee ; 

Teach me thy happy art to pleafe, 
Or deign to love like me. 


RoyaL-GEORGE 
Augutt 2. ; W. F. 





An E LE G@ Y. 
To CELIA inthe Country. 


HILE nature’s charms arife in grand array, 
And vernal beauties deck the {miling year, 
Fair Celia wifely takes the rural way, 
Where new delights in various drefs appear. 


In the fweet groves and the delicious vales 
Her richeft treafures lib’ral nature hides ; 

There the cool riv’lets and the balmy gales, 
And virtue there with folitude refides. 


_ Not there ambition dwells, nor haughty pow’r, 
Nor flatt’ring fortune, treacheroufly kind, 
True pleafure grows, nor fades the lovely flow’r, 
For virtue chears the felf-pofleffing mind. 
From 
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From field to field with frefh delight we pats, 
While pure affections raife the facred flame, 

The wholefome herbage, and the pearly grafs, 
Exalt the mind, and tell their MAKER’s name. 


The ruftic here no beauty can difcern, 
Without a thought he turns the fertile clod ; 

But Ob! would fuch of pious Ceelia learn, 
The rudeft peafant were a man of God ! 


The early lark would join the finging fwain ! 
With double blifs the thankful plough-boy feaft! 
Rach heart a victim! every grove a fane ! 
Each clod an altar ! and each boor a prieft ! 


—— Such were the fcene, had Celia drawn the lines, 
For fuch the courfe her fteady foul maintains, 
Alike at friendfhip’s board her virtue fhines, 
And treads alike the folitary plains. 


And Czzlia’s walks an happy *femblance tell 
Of better realms in nobler worlds above, 

Where kindred-fouls in countlefs myriads dwell, 
Compos’d of peace, of innocence, and love. 


Q. H. 





To the Rev. Mr. HANBURY, of Church- Langton, 
Leiccfterfhire, on his PLANTATIONS. 


HiLE vain perfuits a trifling race engage, 

And virtue flumbers in a thriftlefs age, 
Thy glorious * plan, on deep foundations laid, 
Which aiding nature, nature’s bound to aid, 





* See Mr. Hanbury’s Effay on Planting. | 
Vou. I. Q The 
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The wife man’s ftudy, tho’ the blockhead’s fcorn, 
Shall {peak for ages to a world unborn. 

‘Thouzh fools deride, tor cenfure’s ftill at hand 
‘i> damn the work fhe cannot underftand, 

Poriue thy project with an ardour fit ; 

; ouis are but whetitones to a man of wit. 


Like puling infants feem’d thy rifing plan, 
Now kuict in ftrength, it fpeaks an active man. 
So the broad oak, which from thy grand defign 
Shall {pread aloft, and tell the world “twas thine, 
A ftrip’ling firft, juft peep’d above the ground, 
Which, ages hence, fhall fling its fhade around. 


L., 





Sent to a LADY, with a SEAL 


H’ impreffion which this fea] fhall make, 
The rougher hand of force may break ; 
Or jealous time, with flow delay, 
May all its traces wear away ; 
But neither time nor force combin’d, 
Shall tear thy image from my mind ; 
Nor fhall the fweet impre/fion fade 
Which CHLoe’s thoutand charms have made , 
For {pite of time, or force, or art, 
"Tis feaid for ever on my heart. 


O. 


end 
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H E fun had now retir’d to reft, 
The Sport/nian’s clam’rous Guz fuppreft, 
A Partridge, on. an heath alone, 
Sat making melancholy moan, 
Full-oft fhe heav’d the deep-fetch’d figh, 
When Pu/s by chance came limping by, 
And kindly wifh’d her to impart 
The orief that wrung her lab’ring heart 5 
Herfelf, no ftranger to diitrefs, 
Wou'd pity, cou’d fhe not redrefs ; 
Not fhe, like many an human elf, 
That has no feeling but for /e/f; 
So mean a wretch to reafon thus, 


«© Thank heav’n! ’tis not fo bad with Pu/fs.” 

















Welcome, dear friend ! the bird replies, 
A friend in need how rare a prize! 
‘Thy tender breaft, full well I know, 

For ever melts at other’s woe, 

And fain would heal thy neighbour’s grief, 

But mine fuperior, mocks relief. -— 

Yet at thy inftance I will tell 

What fad difafter late befell. 

A tale it is that fure muft make 

Any but /uman hearts to ache, 

Much more thy feeling fenfe to yearn, 

And fympathize with kind concern ; 

This very morn our covey lay 

All bafking in the funny ray ; 

J {aw them all, tranfporting fight ! 

Full-jiedo’d and plump, in happy plight, 
Q2 Their 
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‘Their number fuli, tho’ quite a fcore, 
What could a parent with for more ! 
But long before the fetting fun, 

‘They ail fell victims to the gun. 

Oh vile ufeather’d two-lecg’d kind, 

In cruelty alone reSin'd ! 

Oh! miferable father'd falk, 

Who eroda beneath their iron yoke ! 
How toug, how long fhall the creation 
Be harrafs’d with their ufurpation ! 


She ceaft and wept the friendly hare 
Mineled her unavailing tear, 
Then thus - Thy forrow mutt be great, 
For truly piteous is thy fate 
But ftrive one moment to fufpend 
Thy grief, and liften to thy friend, 
Haply fome hint I may fuggett 
Will calm the tumult of thy breaft. 
But left you fay, we’re prone to teach, 
But not to pradlife what we preach ; 
Your cafe is mine the fame our woes ——= 
Partridze and Hare have common foes. 
Long fince, when Sport/men thought it hard 
‘To be from Birds by Law debarr’d, 
Twas then my Mate and young ones fell, 
—— That mate thofe young I lov’d fo wel! 
Haply I chane’d to run away, 
And live to run another day —— 
Now what in fuch a fituation 
(You'll afk) cou’d give me confolation ? 
I had ne need, thank heav’n! to fly 
For comfort to Philofaphy, 
Ranfack her moralizing lore, 
And run her Grief-/pecificks o’er ; 
For fample thus ~— « What can’t be cur’d,” 
The proverb fays, ** muft be endur’d !”’ 
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——— ‘* When prudence can’t our ills redrefs, 
<¢ ’Tis patience only makes them lefs ;’ —— 
——* ’Tis arrant folly to complain 

<¢ Of what dame nature’s Jaws ordain” ———~ 
Thefe Laws in Theory may pleate, 
When mind and body are at eafe 
But whether they will /ffand the te/?, 

They, who have try’d’em, know the beft. 











I us’d not Apathy vile cant } 
Empiric, ftoic, human rant ! 
An admirable art of healing, 
‘To take away the Senfe of Feeling ! 
Such med’cine never was defign’d 
for creatures of a focia/ kind, 
In fhort a remedy I found 
From the fame hands that gave the wound —= 
Behold the filly human elves 
Making worfe Havock of themfelves ; 
>Twixt Wan and Adan what ranc’rous ftrife? 
More ranc’rous ftiil ‘twixt Adan and Wife —— 
‘he ways and means they are purfuing 
‘To haften on each other’s ruin 
So num’rous are, that to recite ’em, 
W ould lead me on ad infinitum. 





























ET SON Oe hy RA OF Fm ae ae ann 
al - a a 


big Soiree 5 
ne > Nt eet, tc Sled A ite ee oe 
a 3 che Pag + is ee ee ae. =: 7 he ee ieee eee tr 

ee SI ear So 8 — ik mes pnt pe Sree ey 








a ed 


- anes eine ite lace ln iil io a OL A AG OEE: EI, fi el OP 
> TPS =e 


-_ i en et 
ee ES - ~ a 
3 = =a a “ 


eee 


Ta 


But fhould fome Tyrant, mad or drunk, 
The Slave of an inveigling Punk, 
Some Coxcomb, fond of laurel’d fame, 
Dupe to the whi? ling of a name; 
Or fhould Ambition, montter fell, 
On earth the delegate of hell, 
*'T'wixt nations kindle jealous jar, 
And rouze the furious flames of war, 
See fruitful fields to defarts turn’d ! 
See glorious cities fack’d and burn’d ! 
With human gore fee rivers red ! ‘ 
Plains pil’d with mountains of the dead! 
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Slaughter and famine hand in hand, 
Stalk o’er the defolated land ! 








Ceafe ! ceafe! exclaims th’ aftonifh’d bird, 
Thy pupil, friend ! enough has heard 

To filence Sorrow’s Difeontent, 

And make Revenge herfeif relent, 


Come let us feek the wonted plain, 
Piltry to peck a little grain. 


5S. M. 
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ORIGINAL LETTER of SWIFT'’s. 


SIR, 


Veb. 11, 1691. 


F any thing made me wonder at your letter, it was 

your almoft inviting me to do fo in the beginning, 
which indeed grew lefs upon knowing the oecafion ; 
fince ’tis what | have heard from more than one in and 
about L————r, and for the friendfhip between us, as 
1 fuppofe your’s to be real, fo I think it would be proper 
to imagine mine, until you find any caufe to believe it 
pretended ; though I might have fome quarrel at you 
in three or four lines, which are very ill beftowed in 
complimenting me, and as to that of my great profpects 
of making my fortune, on which as your kindnefs only 
looks on the beft fide, fo my own cold temper, and 
unconfined humour, is a much greater hindrance than 
any fear of that which is the fubject of your letter. I 
fhall {peak plainly to you, that the very ordinary obfer- 
vations | made with going half a mile beyond the uni- 
verfity, have taught me experience enough not to think 
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of marriage, till I fettle my fortune in the world, which 
I am fure will not be in fome years, and even then 
itfelf, 1 am fo hard to pleafe, that I fuppofe I fhall put 
it off to the other world: how all that fuits with my 
behaviour to the woman in hand, you may eafily 
imagine, when you know that there is fomething in me 
which muft be employed, and when I am alone, turns 
all, for want of practice, into fpeculation and thought, 
infomuch that thefe feven weeks I have been here, I 
have writ and burnt, and writ again upon all manner 
of fubjeéts, more than perhaps any man in England, 
and this is it which a perfon of great honour in freland 
(who was pleafed to ftoop fo low as to look into my 
mind) ufed to tell me, that my mind was like a conjured 
{pirit, that would do mifchief if I would not give it em- 
ployment. It is this humour that makes me fo bufy 
when I am in company, to turn all that way, and fince 
it commonly ends in talk, whether it be love or com- 
mon converfation, it is all alike. This is fo common, 
that I could remember twenty women in my life, to 
whom I have behaved myfelf juft the fame way, and 4 
profefs without any other defign than that of entertain- 
ing myfelf when I am very idle, or when fomething 
goes amifs in my affairs, “This 1 always have done as 2 
man of the world, when I had no defign for any thing 
grave in it, and what 1 thought at worft a harmlefs im- 
pertinence ; but whenever I begin to take fober refolu- 
tions, or, as now, to think of entering into the church, 
I never found it would be hard to put off this kind of 
folly at the porch: befides, perhaps in fo general a 
converfation among that fex, I might pretend a little to 
underftand where | am when I| am going to choofe for 
a wife; and though the cunning fharper of the town 
may have a cheat put on him, yet it muft be cleanlier 
carried than this which you think I am a going to top 
upon myfelf; and truly if you knew how metaphyfical 
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¥ am that wav, vou would little fear | flould venture 


on one who ias given fo much occafion to tongues: 
for though the peopie is a lying fort of beaft, (and I 
think in L———r above ali parts that 1 ever was in) 
yet they feldom talk without jome glimpfe of a reafon, 
which I declare (fo unpardonably jealous lam) to be a 
fufficient caufe for me to hate any woman any farther 
than a bare acquaintance. Among all the young 
gentlemen that [ have known, who have ruined them- 
felves by marrying (which I ailure you is a great 
number) I have made this general rule, that they are 
either young, raw, and ignorant {cholars, who, for 
want of knowing company, believe every filk petticoat 
includes an angel; or elfe thefe have been a fort of 
honeft young men, who perhaps are too literal in rather 
marrying than burning, and entail a mifery on them- 
felves and pofterity, by an over-acting modefly. I think 
1 am very far excluded from lifting under either of thefe 
heads. I confefs 1 have known one or two men of 
fenfe enough, who, inclined to frolics, have married 
and ruined themfelves out of a maggot ; but a thouiand 
houfhold thoughts, which always drive matrimony out 
of my mind whenever it chances to come there, will, I 
am fure, fright me from that ; befides that, 1 am na- 
turally temperate, and never engaged in the contrary 
which ufually produces thofe effects. Your hints at 
particular ftories I do not underftand, and having never 
heard them but fo hinted, thought it proper to give 
you this, to thew how | thank you for your regard of 
me, and 1 hope my carriage will be fo as my friends 
need not be afhamed of the name. I fhould not have 
behaved myfelf aiter that manner I did in L_———-r,_ if 
| had not valued my own entertainment beyond the 
obioquy of a parcel of very wretched fools, which [I 
jolemnly pronounce the inhabitants of L———r to be; 
and fo i content myfelf with retaliation. IT hope you 
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will forgive this trouble; and fo, with my fervice to 
“our good wife, 


I am, good Coufiny 


Your very Friend and Servant, 


JON. SWIFT. 


To the Rev. Mr. Jon Kendall, 
Vicar of Thornton, to be left 
at Mr. Birkhead’s, over againft 
the Free-Schdol, in L 








To Mrs. CAR TER, 


HY fhould I fnatch from after-times 
This pleating theme of praife ? 
Why raife in CArrer’s cheeks a blufh 
By new prefented bays? 


And fhall then modefty, who lends 
To genius half her grace, 

Far from the nymph fhe help’d to deck 
Each juft sine chafe 


To after-times to found thy name, 
Too weak indeed my ftrain ; 
Yet far too fenfible of worth 
My bofom, to refrain. 





True fhould all praife who by thy works 
Improv’d, enrapt have been, 


More pens than ever GEorGE addrefs’d, 
W ould hail thee verfe’s queen. 


Vou. I, R Shall 
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Shall then each Briton o’er thy ftrains 
In mute attention ftand ? 

Puoesus and LITTLETON forbid 
Such fatire on our land. 


This grateful tafk has Strephon here, 
To you a ftranger, chofe : 

A ftranger, whom nor honour’d DEAL, 
Nor high Parnassus knows, 


Who dares, in fpite of vulgar rules, 
A living genius praife ; 

Nor for th’ unconfcious buft referves 
The deftin’d wreath of Bays. 


To heav’n thou lift’{t the captive heart, 
While ftrains impetuous roll. 

Fach found an echo to the fenfe ; 
Each fentence to the foul. 


In thee what manly ftrength of thought, 
With female grace, is found! 

How {weet harmonious virtue’s notes, 
Thus fet to mufic, found ! 


Still as I read, my paufing mind 
Aftonifhment affails. 


How vaft ! Yet, on maturer thoughts, 
My admiration fails. 





For if to our Sex ev'ry mufe 
Has mighty favours fhewn, 
What wonder if the virgins fmile 
More freely on their oun & 
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A PARODY of the famous EPIGRAM of 
POSIDIPPUS. 


Tlésmy tig Leoroso Tajcos Tpiovy &C. 
By Frawscis, Lord VERULAM. 


I. 


T HE world’s a bubble, and the life of man 
Lefs than a {pan ; 
In his conception wretched, from the womb, 
So to the tomb, 
Curft from the cradle, and brought up ta years 
With cares and fears ; 
Who then to frail mortality fhall truft, 
But limmes the water, or but writes in duft, 


Il. 


Yet fince with forrow here we live oppreft, 
What life is beft? 
Courts are but only fuperficial fchools 
To dandle fools. 
The rurai parts are turn’d into a den 
Of favage men. 
And where’s a city from all vice fo free, 
But may be terin’d the worft Of all the three ? 


Til. 


Domeftic cares affi:ct the hufband’s bed, 
Or pains his head. 
Thofe that live fingle take it for a curfe, 
Or do things worfe. 
Some wauid have children, thofe that have them, none, 
Or wifh them gone. 
W hat is it then to have or have no wife, 
Kut fingle thraidome, or a double firife ? 


R 2 I\. 

















324 The St. JAMES’s MAGAZINE, 
lV. 


Our own affeCtions ftill at home to pleafe, 
Is a difeafe. 
To crofs the fea to any foreign foil, 
Perils and toil, 
Wars with ther noife aftright us : when they ceafe, 
We're worfe in peace. 
What then remains ? but that we ftill fhould cry, 
Not to be born, or being born, to die. 


The above poem may perhaps have appeared before, 
but is, it is apprehended, fo fcarce, that we could not 
refift the pleafure of gratifying our correfpondent, by 
laying it before the public. | | 





The LIFE of RICHARD NASH, Efq. 


N author can never chufe a happier fubject to 

exercife his gemus upon, than the life of a noto- 
rious highwayman, a profefs’d gamefier, or a celebrated 
courtezan. [he public are always curious to know the 
minuteit actions of theie /upericr beings, and are won- 
deriully improved by the more intimate knowledge of 
the world, which their philofophical biographers take 
every opportunity of difplaying. The preient His- 
TORIAN f{eems to have inherited the fpirit of his hero, 
and in his account of that Arbiter Lneptiarum, that 
folemn adjufter of trides, |abours to entertain his readers 
with much frippery fentiment, and great parade of 
tefection. ‘* There are few, fays this author, who do 
“© not prefer a pace of Adomtaigne, ox Colley Crhicr, to 
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“¢ the memoirs and tranfaGtions of Europe.” A bold 
aflertion, and it is to be hoped, for the credit of our 
hiftorians, not a true one. ‘That fuch may be this 
wiirer’s judgment, almoft every page will teftify by the 
clofe imitation of their foibles. “There is an honefty in 
the vanity of Adontargne, that carries a pardon along 
with it for all his Egotif/ms; but ‘if the life of Colley 
Cibber has its admirers, it is not for the pertnefs of his 
reflections, and telling us ** what AYE thought of the 
‘* world, and the world of HJM,” but for the excellent 
hiftory of the ftage, which 1s to be met with only in 
that work. When we are writing our own lives, {, 
may with fome propriety ftand forth 


‘¢ the little Hero of each Tale,” 


But in the recital of the actions and adventures of 
another, the appearance of that great Perfonage (the 
firf in the idea of every author) is as impertinent as in- 
fignificant. Neither will the introduCtion of an Egoti/m 
give an additional force or elegance to trifling obferva- 
tions. It may indeed fhew the author’s confequence to 
himfelf, but will give him none in the eyes of the ju- 
dicious reader. Yet fo barren of events is the Life or 
HHiftory (for fo it affects to be called) of this Ang of 
Bath, that if the good-natured editor did not ftep in 
upon all occafions, the publick muft have been con- 
tented with a pamphlet inftead of a book. It were in- 
deed no difficult matter to give a fummary account of 
this great man’s life from the materials before us, but as 
it has been done already in the public papers, that labour 
is happily unneceflary. Our Hero was, it feems, of 
too volatile a difpolition to attach himielf thoroughly te 
any profefion. He wasa college ftudent, a gay enfign, 
a Temple beau, and profefied gametter, and at length 
to complete all, Beau Nap, mafter of the ceremonies 
at Bath and Tunbridge, and prime minifter of folly 





throughout ali her dominions. His actions in this de- 


partment, with fome anecdotes of charity and bene- 
volence, 
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volence, which do honour to his memory, are the 
fubject of this account. 

It would be unfair to make large extracts from this 
work, and by giving the reader the few ftories contained 
in it, rob the book of its beft recommendation. ‘The 
reader therefore will be contented with one, and that 
not a long one. 

<¢ At the conclufion of the treaty of peace at Utrecht, 
“© colone! AZ was one of the thoughtlefs, agree- 
“* able, gay creatures, that drew the attention of the 
“© company at Bath. He danced and talked with great 
“¢ vivacity; and when he gamed among the ladies, 
he fhewed, that his attention was employed rather 
‘¢ upon their hearts than their fortunes. His own for- 
“< tune, however, was a trifle, when compared to the 
elegance of his expence ; and his imprudence, at laft, 
was fo great, that it obliged him to fell an annuity, 
arifing from his commiffion, to keep up his fplendor 
‘© a little longer. | 

‘© However thoughtlefs he might be, he had the 
“© happinefs of gaining the affeClions of Mifs L 
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whofe father defigned her a very large fortune. ‘This 
‘6 Jady was courted by a nobleman of diftinction, but 
‘¢ flie refufed his addrefles, refolving upon oratifying 
rather her inclinations than her avarice. ‘The in- 
trigue went on fuccefsfully between her and the colo- 
nel, and they both would certainly have been mar- 
ried, and been undene, had not Mr. Nafh apprized 
‘< her father of their intentions. The old gentleman 
‘© recalled his daughter from Bath, and offered Mr. 
‘+ Na/fb a very confiderable prefent, for the care he had 
*¢ taken, which he refufed. 

<< In the mean time, colonel 47 had an intima- 
tion how his intrigue came to be difcovered ; and by 
taxing Mr. Na/b, found that his fufpicions were not 
“© without foundation. A challenge was the immediate 
“© confequence, which the king of Bath, confcious of 
having only done his duty, thought proper to decline. 
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s¢ As none are permitted to wear {words at Bath, the 
<¢ colonel found no opportunity of gratifying his re- 
<© fentment, and waited with impatience to find Mr. 
“© Najb in town, to require proper fatisfaction. 

«© During this interval, however, he found his cre- 
<¢ ditors become too importunate for him to remain 
‘¢ longer at Bat; and his finances and credit being 
‘¢ quite exhaufted, he took the defperate refalution of 
“< going over to the Dutch army in Flanders, where he 
“© enlifted himfelf a volunteer. Here he underwent all 
“¢ the fatigues of a private centinel, with the additional 
“¢ mifery of receiving no pay, and his friends in Eng- 
‘¢ Jand gave out, that he was fhot at the battle of . 

«© In the mean time, the nobleman prefied his paffion 
‘© with ardour; but during the progrefs of his amour, 
‘© the young lady’s father died, and left her heirefs to a 
‘¢ fortune of fifteen hundred a year. She thought her- 
‘< felf now difengaged from her former pafion. An 
‘© abfcence of two years had, in fome meafure, abated 
‘© her love for the colonel ; and the affiduty, the merit, 
‘¢ and the real recard of the gentleman who ftill con- 
“6 tinued to folicit her, were almoft too powerful for 
<< her conftancy. Mr. Naj/h, in the mean time, took 
«© every opportunity of enquiring after colonel AZ " 
‘¢ and found that he had for fome time been returned 
“© to England, but changed his name, in order to avoid 
“© the fury of his creditors; and that he was entered 
«© into a company of {trolling players, who were, at 
“6 that time, exhibiting at Peterborough. 

«© He now therefore thought he owed the colonel, in 
<¢ juftice, an opportunity of promoting his fortune, as 
‘«< he had once deprived him of an occafion of fatisfy- 
“* ing his love. Our beau therefore invited the lady to 
‘© be of a party to Peterborough, and offered his own 
“¢ equipage, which was then one of the moft elegant in 
“¢ England, to condué her there. ‘The propofal being 
** accepted, the lady, the nobleman, and Mr. Nafh, ar- 
rived in town juft as the players were going to begin. 

*¢ Colonel 
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“ Colonel AZ » who ufed every means of re- 
“© maining incognito, and who was too proud to make 
«¢ his diftrefles known to any of his former acquaint- 
ance, was now degraded into the character of Yas 
‘© inthe Confcrous Lovers. Mails £ was placed in 
“© the foremoft row of the fpeétators, her lord on one 
fide, and the impatient Na/ on the other; when the 
unhappy youth appeared in that defpicable fituation 
** on the ftage. “The moment he came on, his former 
‘© miitrefs ftruck his view, but his amazement was en- 
creafed, when he faw her fainting away in the arms 
‘© of thofe who fat behind her. He was incapable 
‘S of proceeding, and fcarce knowing what he did, he 
flew and caught her in his arms. 

‘¢ Colonel, cried Na/b, when they were in fome 
meafure recovered, you once thought me your enemy. 
becaufe I endeavoured to prevent you both from ruin. 
ing each other, you were then wrong, and you have 
long had my forgivenefs. If you love well enough 
now for matrimony, you fairly have my confent, and 
d—n him, fay I, that attempts to part you. Their 
nuptials were folemnized foon after, and afRuence 
added a zeft to all their future enjoyments. Mr. 
Najh had the thanks of each, and he afterwards 
{pent feveral agreeable days in that fociety, which he 
had contributed to render happy. 

In order to exalt Mr. Na/h’s confequence, the 
editor has introduced alfo fome letters from the Dutchefs 
of Marlborough, written, as letters of fuck fort generally 
are, when not intended for publication, with little pre- 
cifion ; neither the fubject they are written upon, nor 
the perfon they are addrefled to, being of that im- 
portance, as to demand any great attention from the 
writer, and certainly now totally uninterefting to the 
public. Mr. Pope alfo muft be lugged in to do homage 
to our Beau and become the object of the dull ridicule of 
the editor. ‘The reader that is at all converfant in Mr. 


Pope's writings, will eafily perceive that the application 
to 
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to our poet on this occafion, could not have been agree- 
able to him; nor is it at all amazing that he fhould 
decline it. 

But of all the curiofities in this work, the letter fo 
ftrangely attributed to Mr. Quin, is the greateft. Bad 
fpellers, it is obfervable, however unlike they make the 
words to the manner they ought tobe written in, endea- 
vour to bring them as near as poflible to the common 
pronunciation. - But this before us feems to be artificially 
il] fpelt, and labouring to be wrong. Surely no perfon 
can fufpect a letter of this kind to be original, from a 
man, of whom the FIRsT PERSONAGES in the king- 
dom have condefcended to become fcholars, and learn 
to deliver themfelves with ftrength and propriety. But 
the matter, the manner, the fpelling, are equally ab- 
jurd, and the letter carries its own refutation along 
with it. 


To the Eprror of the St. JAMES’s MAGAZINE. 


SIR, 


S you. have taken upon you a kind of literary 
jurifdiction, I muft beg leave to lay an information 
before you againft the Editor of the Life of Richard 
Na/fh, of Bath, Ej3. If you will give yourfelf the 
trouble of turning to page 161 of this book, you wiil 
there find a /uppofed letter from Mr, Quin, in which 
he makes intereft to a /uppofed lord, to fuperfede Mr. 
Najh, as mafter of the ceremonies at Bath. Now, fir, 
can it poflibly be /uppofed by any man of fenfe or com 
mon juftice, that Quin, who quitted the ftage at the 
height of his reputation, to be free from reftraint, 
fhould endeavour to fupplant poor Naf in his moft 
troublefome and ridiculous employment ? Or that He, 
who gave fuch force to Shate/bear’s wit and humour, and 
VoL. I. S fets 
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fets the table on a roar with his own, could be capable 
of writing fuch nonfeofical ftuff as that /uppo/ed letter 


contains ? Thefe are the confiderations which pro- 
duced the following Epigram. 





E P I G R A ™M, 
To the Epiror of NASH’s LIFE. 


HINK’ST thou that Quin, whofe parts and wit 
Might any ftation grace, 
Could e’er fuch ribbald fluff have writ, 
Or wifh’d for Na/h’s place. 


With fcorn we read thy fenfelefs trafh, 
And fee thy toothlefs grin, 

For Quin no more cou’d fink to Na/), 
‘Than thou can’ft rife to Quin, 





The HERMIT. A TALE, 


Imitated from LA FONTAINE, 
By Mr CHARLES DENIS. 


HE God of Love ne’er plays fo fure a game, 
As when hypocrify blows up the flame. 
Beneath the fanction of a friar’s hood, 
Cupid hoards up his choiceft ftore ; 

All men are flefh and blood. 

But monks are fomething more. 
Fiave you a fifter, daughter, wite that’s fair? 
Remember father Girard and Cadiere. 
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So much by way of prologue | indite ; 
Then read the tale, and judge if 1 am right. 


In prime of years, with pious zeal infpir’d, 
Young friar Lucas from the world retir’d : 
He was fo holy, by reputed fame, 
e] . That in the calendar a blank was left 
To place in letters red his fainted name, 
Soon as of mortal life bereft. 
In queft of alms, had you but feen 
His downcaft looks, his humble mein, 
A body would have thought 
He had not e’en the manly grace 
‘To look a female in the face : 
But truft to that and you'll be caught. 
No Belmour wrapt in pious Spintext’s cloak, 
With fo much fire e’er fhew’d fo little fmoke. 


“i ; wees 
-_ é - ene Sees oe ere end ~ 
— - - aan - - “i <—- ye * 

= np ee aay, STS Ee A ig Ng = TS 
SRT olen, eee a a : ELE eee 

- “ av enehamebinsAseE: “PLO Ct ma ne at . 


dl — ‘ae 7T ‘ne ~ 
tine f wh 4 < 
ae EE ca OT ee aera 





=> 
Lom 


enor 


= re 
Le, aie OTE IO OES. 


2 Sat 
a 


ee niin — 





Jc tenon ini 


Not diftant far from this good friar’s cell, 
A widow and her daughter chanc’d to dwell. 

The girl was young and very pretty, 

A virgin too the more the pity, 

So thought at leaft our holy hermit ; 

’Tis true, if fhe remain’d fo ftill, 
*I was more iimplicity than by good will ; 

She only waited for a permit. 

With great good-nature, but with no addrefs, 
Knew little of the world, of lovers les ; 
In Adam’s time a fortune fhe had been, 
When thofe were weaithieft who had faireft fkin.. 
}iut things are altered fince thofe happy days, 
Geauty’s a joke, you muft be rich to pleale, 
Then love and Hymex joined the honeft hands, 
The prieft and lawyer now mutt tie the bands. 

(z00d /ucas took her cafe to heart, 

Twas his to aét the friendly part ; 

But how to bring th’ affair about 

Not hitde puzzl’d our Devout. 
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At length occur’d a lucky thought, 
Which way to get the thing he fought. 
Cupid, like Mars, tries every wile 

‘To gain his ends, by force or guile. 

He took th’ advantage of a night, 

A night of horror and affright ! 

Whilft thunder roar’d, and ligt’ning flafh’d ; 
But luft like love is never dafh’d ; 

For thunder, lightning, wind and rain, 
Far from a curb his purpofe to reftrain 
Were but accomplices the prize to gain. 
Difzuis’d he to their cottage ftole, 

And in the thatch contriv’d a hole ; 

Then thro’ a horn with noife tremendous, 
As if the time was come to end us, 

He hoarfely founded in their ear 

(Whilft they lay almoft dead with fear) 

“© Awake, awake, ye fleeping pair ! 

“© You widow ! and you virgin fair! 

‘© Liften, O liften to my voice, 

“© And you'll have reafon to rejoice. 

** Go ta my fervant Lucas’ cell, 

‘¢ And mind the things which he fhall tell. 
** }or ’tis wrote down by heaven’s decree, 
s¢ “The maid muft keep him company. 

«* And fuch will be her glorious lot, 

“¢ A Pope fhall be by him begot ; 

<> A Pope, O wonder! fhall be born, 

¢¢ Whofe virtues will the world adorn. 

*s Hafte, widow, to the cell repair, 

s¢ And leave your chofen daughter there. 
<¢ Fear not, fet out by break of of day ; 
«© Be filent, happy, and obey. 


The females, trembling in their bed, 
Diftinctly heard each word he faid. 
Fright and amazement for a while 
Their lips feal’d up ; when free from guile, 
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The fimple maid the filence broke, 
And thus in fault’ring accent fpoke ; 
Ah, mother! muftI really go 
To friar Lucas! aye or no? 
(jood lack ! what would he have of me? 
I am not fure fit company 

For fuch a holy man; 
J fhall not have one word to fay ; 
Indeed you’d better let me ftay, 

And bring him coufin Nan, 
She has more wit by half than I. 
The mother fmil’d, and made reply, 
As for the leflon he’s to preach, 
You'll learn as faft as he can teach, 
As well as Nan, or any other. 
If fo, then let us hafte, dear mother—— 
Hold, hold, in no fuch hurry, pray, 
Who knows but ’tis fome treach’rous play | 
To lead poor innocence aftray ; 
For, if I underftand aright 
What would be at this noéturn fprite, 
Tho’ fair his words, yet foul th’ intent, 
And more of devil than of faint. 
Therefore let us, as ’tis but meet, 
Be cautious, careful, and difcreet. 
Next day of nothing elfe they talk’d ; 
Whether it was a ghoft that walk’d, 
Or fome foul fiend that’s on the catch; 
Howe’er ’twas fit to pray and watch : 
For, if ’twas heaven’s gracious will, 


They fhould have notice of it fill. 





As foon as dark, to bed they went ; 
But fearce the midnight hour was fpent, 
When the fame voice aloud roar’d out, 
** O woman! woman, once devout, 
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‘© Who now negleéts the voice of heaven, 

«© © faithlefs! when fuch hopes are given ! 

«¢ Hafte with your daughter to the cell ; 
You die for fure, if you rebel.” 

Ah, mother! cry’d the affrighted maid, 

Did you mind what the fpirit faid ? 

Let’s hurry to the holy man, 

Indeed 1’1] do the beft I can. 

Vil run for’e till I'm out of breath ; 

So much, alas! I dread your death. 

By break of day then up they rofe, 

The lafs put on her Sunday cloaths ; 

Her neat ftraw-hat, her corflet tight, 

Her new fhoes black, and ftockings white : 

She tript along with grace and eafe, 

© The fimplefi girl is fond to pleafe.” 





Qur hermit {py’d them at a diftance, 
Approaching for his kind affifiance. 
Intent on nothing but his prayer, 
He fcarcely ey’d the bafhful fair. 
The mother told what there had brought her, 
W hillt trembling ftood her pretty daughter. 


What’s this ! he ay "d, you would impart ? 
Tis all the grand feducer’s art. 


Avaunt temptation from my eyes ! 
No pope from me fhall e’er arife. 
Why not from you? Good brother, fay, 
Never, O never; fait and pray ; 

Go, go; return from whence you came, 
In vain you ftrive my heart ¢ inflame. 
‘Then back they difappointed went ; 

Not knowing what the friar meant. 

Alas! the daughter faid, and figh’d, 

Tis for our fins we are deny’d. 

Some happier girl will be prefer’d. 

Next night the voice again was heard, 
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«© To Lucas’ cell return once more, 

<¢ [’ve foften’d his obdurate heart, 
«¢ Receive from his abundant ftore 

<¢ The bleffings which he will impart.” 
No longer on this theme to dwell, 
The mother brought her to the cell! 
Where fhe refign’d the willing lafs, 
What happen’d after, we fhall pafs. 
So far the mufe may dare to tell, 
She took her learning vaftly well. 


Five months with zealous warmth infpir’d, 
The pope-maker was almoft tir’d. 
And now the mother took for granted, 
No further pious aids were wanted ; 
So went to fetch her daughter home, 
Big with the thoughts of what’s to come. 
Thanks for all favours, curtfeying low ; 
———Lut pray, your blefling e’er we go. 
Take it, the holy man reply’d, 
And treafure up thefe words befide ; 
The pregnant burthen of her womb 
Shall wear the triple crown of Rome. 
Then O! what honours, pomp and ftate 
Shall on your family await ! 
When fhe fhall prove Signora Madré 
To the expected Santo Padré ! 
All pontiffs, nepofles, and coufins, 
With dukes and cardinals by dozens. 
‘Town, palaces, and country-houfes, 
To lodge their miftrefies and fpoufes. 
‘Then fmiling at their great fimplicity, 
He pack’d them off with Benedicité 





Now every day, betimes and late, 
The future Pope ts all their prate. 
Mean while the baby things are making, 
And all’s prepar’d for th’ undertaking, 
And 
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And now arrives the wifh’d-for hour, 
For which impatiently they burn’d ; 
When oh! an incident o’erturn’d, 
Their grandeur and their power. 
Deluding profpect! flatt’ring hope ! 
In vain fhe practifed what was taught her ! 
Inftead of bringing forth a pope, 
Alas ! it prov’d a daughter. 





The TWO FRIENDS. 
From LA FONTAINE. By the fame. 
Ax! OCUS and Alcibiades 


Together held in common 
One bed, one board, one woman. 
Folks were not ther fo nice as now-a-days, 
A charming girl in time their miftrefs brought 5 
But which of them the father was unknown ; 
Yet each was proud to be fo thought. 
But now that fhe’s a beauty grown, 
And ft for marriage as her mother, 
‘They neither will the daughter own, 
But fix the child upon each other. 
Nay, fie for fhame, my friend, faid one 
Tis inceft if you thus go on ; 
The girl is your’s, I’ll fafely fwear 
Not mine, indeed ; 1’m not the leaft a-kin, 
She is your picture to a hair, 
Well, quoth the firft, give me the fair, 
Vil run the hazard of the fin. 
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Yo the Eprtror of the Sc. JAMES’s MAGAZINE. 


Op FRIEND, 
S you have publicly given hints, that you have ex- 
 pectation of fome fcribble from me, I look upon it 
2s a fort of duty to prove that your expectation is not 
wholly vain. I have therefore thrown together what 
follows. 


Yours, Nc. 


B. T. 
Vivimus tanguasi morituri non fimus, SENECA. 
as E has as many lives as a cat,” faid a gentle- 


man the other day in company, {peaking of 
his friend, who had run through a perpetual courfe of 
riot and debadchery, and had juft recovered from a 
violent fever, occafioned by his intemperance. The 
thoucht ftruck me, that too many, indeed, feem to be 
as regardlefs of their prefent exiftence, as if they ima- 
sined they could die more than once. I perfued the 
thoucht ftill further, and concluded, that the greateft 
part of mankind, were they even poffefled of as many 
lives (we will fay) as a cat, would be indifferent to 
them all; at leaft, they would wantonly throw away the 
eight, however careful and ftudious fome of them might 
be to preferve the laft. 

Suppofe a man then to have as many lives as a cat: 
tet us fee what glorious ufe he would make of this ex- 
traordinary privilege. Muft ic not be a great incite- 
ment to him to hazard them repeatedly upon honour- 
able and virtuous occafions? 1 grant it; and it muft 
likewife be granted to me, that they would be equally 
lavifhed away upon trivial, difhonourable, and wicked 
occafions. 

Alexander, had he had nine times nine lives to lofe, 
would have rifked every jot of them, to conquer as 
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’ 


many worlds. Let me afk, whether the king of Pruffia, 
or the marquis of Granby, would not as chearfully run 
the fame hazard f But would——, and -, (O that 
Enelifhmen ceuld not fill the blank up!) have done 
the fame? Perhaps they might have ventured fome 
portion of their precious lives 5 perhaps they might 
have poured out fome part cf the vapid mixture drop 
by drop, ftill careful of the laft dregs: they perhaps 


jike the mifer, who plays for gain, might have been 





tempted to ftake a little of their fortune, but could 
never have been prevailed on, like the bold and ge- 
nerous camefter, to throw for the whole. They, in 
fine, would fcarely have fet (to borrow, an exprefhon 
of Shatefpeare) “* even one of their nine lives on the 
*¢ hazard of the die.” 

On the other fide, let us take a view of thefe brethren 
of the blade, to whom the one life, which is fparingly 
beftowed on us mortals, feems fearce worth the having. 
{ fuppofe it to appear fo to them, from their readinefs to 
refion it themiclves, or to take it away from others, 
upon any occaiton ; or, if you will, (in the Alibernian 
phrafe) upon no occation at all, at all. One inftance 
fall ferve for all. Suppofe there are eighteen lives 
between us. I tread upon your toe. Satisfaction is 
demanded, and ts honourably given, by your firing at 
my brains, which are mified. We have lives enough 
to fpare; and you have a nofe left for me to pull: I 
handle it ——-- In confequence, I fire at your brains, and 
can’thitthem. What then isto be done ¢ Why nothing 
is to be done. Only you are to kick me, that’s all. | 
turn about, draw my {word, and, like men of honour, 
we muft each of us lofe one of our nine lives, before 
we part friends. [ am, indeed, finfible, that the punct- 
lios of nice honour would induce the profeilors of it 
to afx the eentleman-like queftion, before the engage- 
ment, Pray, fir, how many lives have you to ta? 
and there is nocoubt, upon a difparity, but that the 
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feconds would take care, the principals fhould be fo far 
upon an equality, that the longeft-to-be liver fhould be 


{init put to death as often as was neceflary, till the 


combatants were in that refpect at par. 

It muft undoubtedly be allowed me, where the an- 
tagonifts are equal, or made equal by the foregoing 
method, that one or other of the parties would nine 
times kil!, or nine times be killed, provided he has 
reafon to cry out with Othello, 


66 ‘Though all his hairs were lives, 
s¢ My great revenge has ftomach for them all.” 


The bravery of a man fighting a duel with himfelf ; 
without fecond or antagonift, vulgarly called felf-murder, 
is frequentiy manifefted even in our prefent ftate of 
exiftence, where we have but one life to lofe. It muft 
therefore be granted, on the fuppofition of our lives 
being multiplied to nine, that fuicide would become a 
gcneral fafhion amongft us; though, in eight inftances. 
out of nine, it would betray a meanneifs of fpirit,. We 
hould never be induced to believe a man was tired of 
himfelf in real earneft, though he hac got rd of him- 
felf ever fo often, except he fairly fent himfelf out of 
the world for the ninth and laft time. 

Let us fuppofe, for inftance, that a man of quality 
has had a sun of ill Juck at the hazard-table, to be 
jure, he would thoot himfelf through the head directly. 
Upon his reviving, he tries his fortune a fecond time ; 
and is reduced to the neceflity of running himfelf 
through the heart. After his recovery, he is obliged 
repeatedly to make ule of the fame, or other methods, 
that the lofles of bis lives may be even with the lofles 
of his eftate. Would not this unbafty behaviour fhew 
a love for his precious lives, fince he would not put an 
end to all nine of them directly, Gne after another? 

‘To prove fuch behaviour to be quite mean and vulgar, 
jot us farther fuppote, that a cobler jerks his awl up 
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between the third and fourth rib. (I kill my heroes 
with the fame precifion as is ufed by Adomer.) A barber 
takes a clean ftroke juft under the chin. A. taylor 
“¢ makes his guictus with a bare bodkin.” | fhall have 
my fhoes heal-peiced, my beard fhaved, and my doublet 
mended notwithftanding. ‘The allufion is too obvious 
about the end and the /a/? : but I hope to be indulged, 
on this fubject, in confidering my taylor, not without 
propriety, as only the ninth part of a man. 

Many, many inftances might be thought of to evince, 
that a man endowed with the lives of a cat, would get 
quit of the incumbrance of the fupernumerary ones as 
faft as poffible. Take a lover for example. Without 
a metaphor, he would be fo much enamoured, as 
literally to die many times for the fame, or fome other 
miftrefs. We will fuppofe (what is mere fuppofition) 
a conftant Enamorato. Upon the leaf flight or in- 
difference, fuch as a frown or a box on the ear, my 
fwain hurries away to Refamond’s pond. After drown- 
ing, he rifes up tolerably cooled. Cu another occafion, 
he furveys the trees in the dark walk at Maux- Hall, 
picks out a ftout branch, and with the letfure cf your 
true lover’s melancholy, unties his garters ; at laft he 
tucks himfelf wp, and dangles til aa hanpy pair comes 
his way, and he is cut down. The Jady, after all this 
proof of his affetion, 1s fi!! ftony-hearted. He dies, 
and dies on for her; and liaving put aimfelf out of 
eicht of his exiftences, can he be blamed, if he referves 
the precious one, fh, remzining, for a beauty, or a 
fortune, or a woman of quality, —-— or his maid? 

Suppofe again (for there can be no end of fich-like 
fuppofitions) that ] am an author, my works indeed, F 
flatter myfelf, will live afterme ; but, though L bad all 
the lives of acat, through each of them I might jead 
the life of a dog. My garret (we will fay) has infpired 
me to fogr fo high as to attempt a tublime Ode, or Epic 
Poem. Lam tet down be us want of fale. Tie beam 
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acrofs my chamber is very inviting; and at lealt the 
bed-cords are remaining. [am afterwards lowered to 
humble profe. My publifher will not afford me even 
{mall-bcer ; and I chufe to have my fill of water, by a 
plunge into the river Thames. After finking and foaring 
(we will fuppofe) for eight times alternately, I at Jaft fit 
down contented in a jail, to fupply copy, fcrap by fcrap, 
as the printer’s little imp calls for it: fince, as the pro- 
verb has it, ‘* he muft needs go, whom the Devil 
‘¢ drives.” 


I fhall fay very little of the bold methods, which 


Bucks and Bloods would take delight in, to fhorten 


their lives, were they ever fo many: for thefe are 


obvious, and continually practifed, even in the prefent 


narrow fpace of their exiftence. How often would a 
choice fpirit (for example) te literally dead drunk? 
Would he fcruple to lay his lives down, one after 
the other, under the table, as long as he could be cer- 
tain he fhould rife up, and ftand upon his iegs again ? 
The debauchee of every character, would doubtlefs be 
as hafty to get rid of his load of lives, as he is at 
prefent neglectful in preferving his fingle one. 

Upon this principle, of each individual enjoving a 
multiplicity of lives, Jet us further conficer, how a 
nation, or fociety, or community of them micht exift. 
It may, I know, be urged, that F 2 himfelf, and 
all the fitting a———-n put together, would not be 
fuficient to fupport the police. A man, you will fay, 
would rifk being hanged, eight different times, for 
eight different capital offences, reiolving to be very 
honeft afterwards for the remainder of his lives. 
Granted. But, in fuch a cafe, u& is moft probable, 
the wifdom of the legiflature would direét, that a con- 
vict fhould be fentenced ‘* to be hanged like a cat, 
“¢ till he were dead, dead, dead, dead, dead, dead, 
‘* dead, dead, dead.” | 





I went 








opens t 


a 


ee ae ere 
= 


eh are 
gy ae 


=< 


Tz a “= 
en Ss 
i Cae — 
——— 1 ae EY * 





7 —s 











1442 The S. JAMES’s MAGAZINE, 


1 went to bed, after having written thus far, re- 
fAicéting, that no man fhould be entitled to a fecond ex- 
iftence ([ mean, in our mortal ftate) without having 
made a proper ufe of his firft. This reflection was fo 
itroncly imprefied upon my mind, that I am able to 
employ the fucceeding morning in fetting down the 
paiticulars of a dream occafioned by it. 

‘* | imagined, that every one was indulged with a 
‘© privilege after death of having his exiftence re- 
“© newed ; but with this reftriction, that he could prove 
‘© he had not forfeited his former life by not fetting a 
‘¢ proper value on it. I accordingly conceived myfelf 
“© ina fort of court of claims; where a number of us 
“‘ were brought by death, in order to be examined 
‘¢ about our pretenfions to be revivihed. The fight of 
‘¢ the crowd {truck me with horror. Some appeared to 
‘© be covered with blains and blotches; fome quite 
‘© emaciated; and fome with bloated carcafles. One 
‘* bore the marks of a tight knot under the lefe 
“¢ ear; another had his ikull fhattered to pieces ; and 


fa. 


‘¢ another had a great gafh in his fide. Adiltsn’s de- 


qc ee 


fcription of a lazar-houfe, fails far fhort of what [ 
cs van thought I faw. 


— ruth and ruitice were the cxam nants : and the 


j 
‘+ candidates for a new Life underwent a trict {crutiny. 
6 Phe frfl, thas 1 obfrved was called before them, 
‘s itept up with a bold air, and claimed a new ex- 
“© jnence, On account of ins having cied for his count: 


“Phe an was not approved of for 2 common 


err 
«© foidier, > had falicn in the fame battle, depofed, 
‘6 (’ ~: 

th. it hi ~ hiumder Liaw l Dim in an enzacement, where 


‘¢ the enemy was inferior, at the aiiftent thar this 
‘commander had ordered a retreat. “The toldier wis 
“¢ directly reinftated inte life. 

*“¢ A jolly perfonage was next examined, and 


CC wer wares: 19 ee ‘ ecto 1! [as a ae 
picachalG, that ie Was acchi itt Lahy chopiied DY a 


a, 
& . pla. fae . + | ct} ot 4 Pe TY HATES es DeBere , 4 fr +4 P.. tt. 
Lu Liu BLae Rast ~ oe Lise a4% 48 O Orr 15a) bchaaniy mti.. o™ 
~ 4 4 / 
Ce ines i 




















eC 


cc 


4 


ce 





For OCTOBER, 1762. 143 


buted his death to an apoplectic fit. It being proved 
upon him, that he had dined the day before, and eat 
heartily, upon turbot and venifon, and that he had 
drank plentifully of old hock and claret, the court 


«¢ decreed, that he died of a furfeit, and refufed to in- 
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ce 
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cs 


dulge him in any more good living. 

«cA mere fkeleton crawled up next, and declared, 
that he only wifhed to be made alive again for the 
fervice of the fair fex. From his examination it was 
manifeft, that he had fpent his life in and about 
fovent-Garden. He was adjudged, upon his own 
plea, unfit to exift again. 

‘© The next was an old decrepit figure, feemingly 
worn down with age and cares. His fuit for the 
renewal of his life was, in compafiion to him, re- 


“* jefted ; becaufe it plainly appeared, that he had al- 
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ready dragged out a moft milerable one, and had 
actually died of want in the mfdft of abundance. 
His fon put in a petition for re-exiftence at the fame 
time ; fetting forth, that he .was reduced, by the 
mean fpirit of his father, to die an untimely death at 
Tyburn. The compaffion of the court, in not fuf- 
fering him to live again, was alfo extended to the 
young gentleman, on account of his tender years ; 
there being little doubt, but that he would come to 
the fame untimely end, let his lives be renewed ever 
fo often. 
<¢ A blunt fellow, not lefs than fix feet high, next 
infifted upon being reftored to life. Another, of the 
fame make, and for the fame reafoa, infifted upon 
the like. “They had each of them, in the honourable 
way, put each other to death. It was determined, 
upon hearing both parties feperately, that neither of 
them fhould run the rifk of being put to death again, 
as neither of them would allow, that the other de-— 
ferved to live. 

An 
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‘© An horid {pectacle next prefented itfelf. He moft 
** earneitly requetted to enjoy again that being, which 
‘© he confefled he had rafhly and defperately got rid ot. 
“¢ His requeft was not granted ; becaufe it was certain, 
that the fame would be repeated, upon the flightet? 
“© occafion. 


ac 


“© | obferved, in imagination, even fome ladies of 
‘© quality, who withed to have their beauty renewed 
‘© together with their lives. Moft of them had died of 
‘© public places, where they went for the recovery of 
“© their health. 

My dream was putan end to all of a fudden, by being 
myielf (ummoned up, to give a reafon, why | fhould be 
glad to exift again. I pleaded guilty; and I awaked, 
upon fentence being pronounced, that I fhould ftarve 
again, as an author. 


— 


A DIAL OG UE 





BETWEEN 


An ACTOR and a CRITIG, 


By way of Protocue to the Engili/h Opera, call’d the 
TEMPEST. 


Which was Spoken, but never Printed. 


HeArTLYy, the Aétor; Mr. Havarp. 
WormMwoop, the Ctitic ; Mr. YATEs. 


WormMwoop and HEARTLY. 
Worm. ] Say it is a fhame, Mr. Heartly——and J 


am amaz'd that you let your good- nature 

talk thus, againft the conviction of your underftanding. 
Heart. You won’t let me talk, Sir—if you would 
but have patience, and hear reafon a little 
Horm. 1 with | could, Sir—but you put me out of 


all 
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all patience, by having no reafon to give me—I fay that 
this frittering and fol fa-ing our beft poets, is adamn’d 
thing 1 have yet heard no reafon to juitify it, and 
{ have no patience when I think of it. 

Heart. 1 fee you have not 

Worm. What! are we to be guiver’d and guaver'd 
out of our fenfes ?—Give me Shake/pear, in all his force, 
vigour, and {pirit!—what ! wou’d you make an eunuch 
of him? No, Shake/porelli’s for my money. 

Heart. Nay but, dear Sir, hear me in my turn; or 
the Truth, for which we are, or ought to be, fo warmly 
fighting, will ip thro’ our fingers. 

Worm. Wiil you hold it when you have it?—TI fay, 
Mr. Heartly, while you Jet your good -nature 

Heart. And I fay, Mr. Wormwood, while you are 
to be influenc’d and blown up by paragraphs in news- 
papers, and infinuations in cottee-houles, we can never 
come to a fajr debate— hey who write upon al! fub- 
jets, without underitanding any, or will talk about 
mufic, without ears or tafle for it, are but very indiffe- 
rent judges in our difpute. 

Worm. Well, come on, Mr. Sol-fa, then—Let you 
and I fight it out—or, to fpeak in the mufical phrafe, let 
us have a Duwette together ; 1’ll clear up my pipes, and 
have at you Hem, hem 

Heart. With all my heart, tho’ I’m afraid you’ll make 
it a Solo, for you have not yet fuficred the iecond part 
to come in. 




















ii] be dumb. —— 
Heart. Let us calmly confider this complaint of 
your's If itis well founded, | will fubmit with plea- 
fure—If not — you will. 
/7orm. Not fubmit with pleafure, 1 aflure you 
never do 
Heart. You will at leaft have this fatisfa@tion, that 
the fentence which wiil be given, whether for or againff 
you, will be asindifputable, as it will be juft. 
U Farin, 





Worm. Ho! play away, Sir 
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Horm. | don’t know what you mean—Nothing’s in- 
difputable, that I pleafe to contradict, and nothing’s juft, 
that I pleafe to call in queftion. 

Heart. Look round upon the court, and if you can 
reafonably except againit any one of the jury, 1 will 
give up the caufe before trial. 

Worm. QO, ho! what you are bribing the court be- 
fore-hand, with your flattery, are you ? 

Fleart, There you are out again—our countrymen in 
a body, are no more to be flatter’d, than buily’d, which I 
hope their enemies (who can do both) will be convine’d 
of before they have done with them But [ wander 
from the queftion—To the point, fir—what are your ob- 
jections to this night’s entertainment ? 

Worm. \ hate an Opera, 

Heart. 1 diflike tye-wigs ; but fhould I throw your’s 
into the fre, becaufe I chufe to wear a bag ? 

Worm. Woe be to your bag if you did. 

Heart. You hate mufic, perhaps ? 

Worm. Damnably, and dancing too. 

Heart. But why, pray ? 





Worm, They pervert nature——-Legs are made for 
walking, tongues for ipeaking ; and therefore capenmyg 
and quavering are unnatural and abominable. 

Heart. You like Shaketpear ? 

Worm. Like him! adore him ! worfhip him ! There’: 
no capering and quavering in his warks 

fleart. Have a care. 

<< The man that has not mufic in himielf, 
‘© Nor is not mov’d with concord of fweet founds, 
*¢ Is fit for treafon, ftratagems, and fpoils ; 
The motions of his fpirit are dull as night, 
*¢ And his affections dark as Erebus : 
‘© Let no fuch man be trufled. 

Worm, Fit for treafon '—dull as night '—not to be 
trufted !—fo you have proved me both a blockhead and 
a rebci—Don't provoke me, Mr. Heartly, Shakefpear 
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never wrote fuch ftuff as that, ’tis foifted in by fome 
fidler or other. 


Heart. You pay the fidlers (as you call them) a very 
great compliment. 

Worm. Did I—I’m forry for it—I did not mean it— 
were | to pay "em—crabftick’s the word. 

Heart. For fhame, Mr. Wormwood ! Let me 
afk you a queftion ; would you chufe that your country 
fhould be excell’d in any thing by your neighbours ? 

Worm. In manufad&tures—no—from the cafting of 
cannon, to the making of pins; from the weaving of 
velvets, to the making of hop-facks ; but your caper- 
ing and quavering only fpoil us, and make us the jefts, 
who /hou’d be the terrors of Europe. 

Heart, But Englifh mufic, Mr. Wormwood 

IVorm. Englifh mufic, or any mufic, enervates the 
body, weakens the mind, and leffens the courage. 

Heart. Quite the contrary. 

IVorm. Prove that, and I'll learn the Gamut immedi- 
ately; nay, befpeak me a pair of pumps, and make one 
at the dancing academy for grown gentlemen. 

Heart, Let us fuppofe an invafion ! 

Worm. Ha, ha, ha!—an invafion! mufic and an 
snvafion !—they are well coupl’d truly ! 


Fleart. Patience, Sir—lI fay, let us fuppofe ten thou- 
fand French landed. 


Worm. I had rather fuppofe ’em at the bottom of 
the fea. | 


Heart, Sohad l—but that ten thoufand are upon the 
coaft. 


Worm. The devil they are ?—What then ? 

Heart. Why then, I fay, let but Britons /irike home, 
or Ged fave the king, be founded in the ears of five thou- 
fand brave Englifhmen, with a proteftant prince at the 
head of ’em, and they’ll drive every monfieur into the 
fea, and make ’em food for fprats and mackrel. 


U 2 Worm. 
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Vorm. Huzza!—and fo they will !—’egad you’re in 
the right—V’ll fay no more—Britons frike home !—You 
have warm’d me and pleas’d me-—nay, you have con- 
verted me—I'll get a place in the houte, and be as 
hearty as the heft of *em for the mufic of Old Eng- 
land !—fprats and mackrel !—ha, ha, ha! that’s good ! 
—excellent! | thank you for it—-mufic for ever-—Bri- 
tons flrike home ! God fave the king ! 

Heart. “Vhe laft thing I have to fay will touch you 
as nearly, Mtr. Wormwood 





Worm. You have touch’d me enough already—fay 
no more—I am {fauisfy’d—I fhall never forget fprats and 
mackrel, 

Heart. We may boaft, fincerely boafi, of many ex 
cellent Englith compofers ; and would not you permit 
your mneea men to have the fame encouragement as 
foreigners ? 

Worm. Encouragement! why Vil encourage *em 
myfelf, man. 

Heart, Where can they thew their talents, unlefs 
upon the Englifh ftages?—and, if the managers of 
them will not give up a few nights to encourage Eng- 
tith mufic, our muiical countrymen, Mr. Wormwood, 
would be of the number of thofe perfons of merit, who 
are undefe: rvedly neglected in this kingdom. 

i¥orm. But they thant—Vil fupport °em—I'll never 
nore heark en to your club-fpeeches, and your diflerta - 
tions, and news-paper efiays.—I fee my error—but [ll 
make amends—lLet us meet after it is over, and take a 
bottle to fprats and mackrel, eh, matter Heartly, at 
the Shakefpear——1'jl be with you Britons ftrike 
home. [L£xit finging. 

Heart. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Wormwood is now as 
much too violent in his zeal, as he was before in his 
prejudice. We expect not, Ladies and Gentle- 
men, that this night’s performance fhould meet with 
fyccefs, merely becaufe it is Englifo, You would be as 

incapable 
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incapable of conceiving, as we of urging, fuch falfe and 
contracted notions ; yet, on the other hand, let not 
our mufical brethern be caft off, becaufe fafhion, ca- 
price, or manners, too refin’d, may have given you 
prejudices againit them. 

Mufic is the younger fifter of poetry, and can boaft 
her charms and accomplifhments fuffer not the 
younger then to be turned out of doors, while the elder 
is fo warmly and defervedly cherifhed. ) 





If worthy, you’ll proteét her, tho’ diftreft, 
*Tis the known maxim of a Britifh breatt, 
Thofe to befriend the moft, who’re moft oppreft. 





To the Eprtor of the St. JAMES’s MAGAZINE. 


—— Movet cornicula rifum 
Furtivis mudata coloribus. Hor, 


ODERN Poets have been frequently detected, 


not only in borrowing particular fentiments and 
expreffions, but in tranfcribing whole fentences in the 
very words of their brethren into their own works, 
without the leaft mention to whom they are indebted : 
and this kind of pilfering has juftly been ftigmatized by 
the odious appellation of plagiarifm. We fhould, in- 
deed, in this point, be cautious of pronouncing at once 
againft an author’s reputation, as a fimilar way of 
thinking may naturally produce a fimilarity of ex- 
preffion: but where the theft is fo glaring, that this 
fimilitude could not poffibly be the effect of mere 
chance, nor have happened otherwife than from mean 
copying, ’tis a juftice that we owe to the character of 
the plundered, to proclaim the plagiarifm openly to the 

whole world. 
If this practice can admit of the leaft fhadow of 
excufe in any one, it may in Mr. Dryden, whofe ne- 
ceffities, 
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ceffities, we know, obliged him to defcend to fuch 
meannefies, as his genius would otherwife have dif- 
dained ; but when I obferve him fo fervilely copying of 
Milton, I am apt to fufpe& that his pride, or his envy, 
would not fuffer him to confefs it. He has tranfcribed 
many whole paflages of the Sam/on Avont/les into his 
Aureng-Zebe, allowing for the difference between blank 
verfe and rhyme. Yet in the preface to his tragedy, 
we do not find that ingenuous acknowledgment as might 
be expected, and was incumbent on him to make. I 
fhall fet down thofe paflaces, which immediately oc- 
curred to me in the reading. 


In Milton’s tragedy, you have the following beautiful 
lines in Sam/on’s reply to Delilah. 
Out, out Hyzna; thefe are thy wonted arts, 
And arts of every woman, falfe like thee ; 
To break all faith, all vows, deceive, betray, 
‘Then as refentant to fubmit, befeech, 
And reconcilement move with fergn’d remorfe 5 
Confefs, and promife wonders in her change, 
Not truly penitent, but chief to try 
Her hufband, how far urg’d his patience bears, 
His virtue or weaknefs which way to aflail : 
Then with more cautious and inftructive fkill, 
Avain tranfereffes, and again fubmits. 
Dryden has thus abridged them in his Aureng-Zebe. 


To fo perverfe a fex all grace is vain ; 

It gives them courage to offend again ; 

Fer with feign’d tears they penitence pretend, 
Again are pardon’d, and again offend ; 
Fathom our pity, when they feem to grieve, 
Only to try how far we can forgive. 

Again in the fame play, Dryden fays, 
Unmov’d fhe ftood, and deaf to all my pray’rs 
As feas and winds to finking mariners : 

But feas grow calm, and winds are reconcil’d : 
Her tyrant beauty never crows more mild, 
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And this is directly tranfcribed from Adi/ton’s tragedy, 


I fee thou art implacable ; more deaf 

To pray’rs than winds and feas ; yet winds to feas 
Are reconcil’d at leneth, and fea to fhore: 

Thy anger, unappeafablé, fiill rages 

Fternal tempeft, never to be calm’d. 


Milton, in his Paradife Loff, makes Adam thus fpeak 


of God’s formation of woman ; 


——- At leaft on her beftow’d 
Too much of ornament ; in outward foew 
Elaborate ; of inward, lefs exact. 


And in Samfon Azoniftes the Chorus paffes this fevere 
cenfure on the whole fex : 


Is it, for that fuch cutward ornament 

Was lavifh’d on their fex, that inward gifts 
Were left for nafte unfinifh’d ; judgment {cant ; 
Capacity not rais’d to apprehend, 

Or value what is beft 

In choice, but-ofteft to affec? the wrong ? 

Or was too much of felf-love mix'd, 

Of conftancy no root infix’d, 

That either they love nothing or not long ? 


Can we doubt of the origin of the following lines in 

Aureng-Zeve ? 

Ah fex, invented firft to damn mankind ! 

Nature took care to drefs you up for fin ; 

Adorn’d without, unfinifh’d left, within. 

Hence by no judgment you your loves direct, 
Talk much, ne’er think, and ftill the wor/?f affeé : 
So much felf-love’s in your compofure mix’ d, 

That love to others ftill remains unfix’d, 

Thefe paffages, which I have already fet down, are 
fufficient to fhew, that Dryden has been rather too free 
with his rival: but there are many others, too fhort, 
indeed, to engage our notice by themfelves, though 
they can hardly efcape the cenfure of plagiarifm, when 

joined 
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joincd to fuch ftriking inftances. Thus, in Aureng-Zebe, 
I from this hour 
Afjume the right of man’s defpotic pow’r. 
Man is by nature form’d your fex’s head. 
Which is palpably taken from Sam/on Agoni/ies. 
Therefore God’s univerfal law 
Gave to the maz de/potic pow’r 
Over his female in due awe ; 
Nor from that right to part an bour. 





I may perhaps appear too minute in my obfervations, 
when I place this line of Dryden's tragedy : 
That prefent fervice, which you vaunt, afford —— 

In comparifon with the following from Milton’s ; 


Boafl not of what thou would’/? have done, but do 
What then thou would ft, 





But the famenefs of the exprefhion, as well as of the 
thouzht, plainly point out the imitation in the following : 
AURENG-ZEBE. 
Quite otherwife.my mind foretells my fate : 
Short 1s my life 
Thefe thoughis are but your melancholy’s food. , 





SAMSON AGONISTES. 

All otherwife to me my thoughts portend, 
And I fhall faortly be with them that ref. 
Believe not thefe fuggeftions, which proceed 
From humours black. 

Nor can it be doubted but that J7/:/ton’s fimile, 
with head dectin d, 
Like a fair flow’r furcharg’d with dew, fhe weeps, 








Gave Dryden the hint of his: 
Your head declin’d (as hiding grief from view) 
Droops like a rofe furcharg’d with morning dew. 

In this fame play, Dryden fomewhere calls wives 
“ cleaving nufchiefs ;” an expreflion no where made ufe 
of, as l remember, but in AdZ:/ton’s tragedy. 

















